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~€=£~PREFACE-^=^ 


In  preparing  "The  Spirit  op  Praise"  for  the  public,  it  has  been  the  primal 
object  and  desire  of  the  author  to  supply  in  this  work  that  ever  increasing  demand 
for  a  more  elevated  and  meritorious  order  of  Sunday-school  hymns  and  tunes.  With 
due  regard  for  the  essential  elements  of  simplicity,  it  has  been  his  endeavor  to 
provide  a  class  of  music  and  sentiment  possessing  a  degree  of  excellence  not  inferior, 
at  leastv  to  the  most  advanced  methods  of  Sunday-school  instruction  in  its  various 
departments.  It  may  not  be  inappropriate  to  add  that  the  entire  preparation  of  the 
work  has  been  under  his  personal  supervision  and  control. 

In  addition  to  the  compilation  of  standard  productions,  a  large  portion  of  the 
work  consists  of  entirely  new  and  original  hymns  and  music,  composed  expressly  for 
its  pages. 

The  author  hereby  acknowledges  his  thanks  and  obligations  to  Messrs.  Houghton, 
Mifflin  &  Co.,  of  Boston,  for  their  courtesy  in  permitting  the  use  of  hymns  composed 
by  J.  G.  Whittier. 

To  the  many  efficient  friends,  whose  services  have  so  largely  added  to  the  value 
of  the  work,  he  desires  to  express  his  sense  of  appreciation  and  gratitude. 

The  original  productions,  a  large  part  of  the  tunes  and  musical  arrangements, 
as  well  as  many  of  the  hymns  and  adaptations,  are  the  sole  property  of  the  author, 
and  the  work,  as  an  entirety,  and  its  contents  are  duly  secured  by  copyright,  and 
will  be  fully  protected  and  defended  against  any  and  all  unwarranted  use  of  the  same. 
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Entered,  according  to  act  of  Congress,  in  the  year  1882,  by  Alfred  Arthur,  in  the  office 


Congress  at  Washington. 


Spirit  of  Praise. 


OPENING    SERVICE. 

No.  1.    OLD  HUNDREDTH. 

Come  be/ore  his  presence  with  singing. — Ps.  100.  2. 
-J I- 


G.  Franc,  1545. 
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Praise  God  from  whom  all  blessings  flow;  Praise  him  all  creatures  here  be  -  low; 
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ye  heav'n-ly  host,Pr 


f 
Praise  him  a  -  bove,  ye  heav'n-ly  host,  Praise  Father,  Son  and  Ho  -  ly  Ghost. 
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No.  2.    GIYE  TO  OUR  GOD  IMMORTAL  PRAISE. 

On,  jrt're  thanks  unto  the  Lord,  for  his  mercy  endnreth  forever. — Ps.  13G.  1. 
I.  Watts.    J— 60.  J.  S.  Bach. 


U  it; 


1.  Give    to    oar  God  im  -  mor-tal  praise,  Mer  -  cj   and  truth  are     all  his  ways,  Mer  -  cv  and  truth  are 
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all   his  wavs.  Won  -  ders     of  grace  to      God  he  -  long,  Re  -  peat      his     mer  -  eies 
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in  ronr  song. 
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2  He  built  the  earth,  he  spread  the  sky, 
And  fixed  the  starry  lights  on  high;' 
Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong, 
Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  song! 


r 

3  He  sent  his  Son  with  power  to  save 
From  guilt,  and  darkness,  and  the  grave, 
Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong, 

Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  song. 


OPENING    SERVICE. 

No.  3.    THE  POWER  OF  GOD. 


u.  Voices  in  unison 
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God 


my     song,       He     is 
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— ^ — ^— ^-<s- 


S=ifc=: 


E£E 


.a 1 


=£: 


-4- 


.-_  « — -1 — 1_ 

—I 1 *| 0— 

*>-3  3 


:%£r 


*=«: 


^=P 


His  name  is   great, 
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And  won'drous  are     his  works, 


In  heav'n 
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OPENING   SERVJCK. 


No.  ±.  ALL  HAIL  THE  POWER  OF  JESUS'  NAME. 

Jr- 80.  Arthur  Cottman 
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1.  All   hail  the  pow'r  of       Je  -  sus' name ;  Let       an   -  gels  pros  -  trate  fall; 

2.  burners, whose  love  can    ne'er  for  -  get    The     wormwood  and    the     gall , 
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Bring  forth  the     roy  -  al        di  -  a  -  dem    And    crown  him  Lord  of     all. 
Go,  spread  your  tro-phies     at    his  feet,  And    crown  him  Lord  of     all. 


Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 

On  this  terrestrial  ball, 
To  him  all  majesty  ascribe, 

And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

No.  5.    CORONATION. 

-100. 
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4  Oh,  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng, 
We  at  his  feet  may  fall, 
There  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


E.  Perronet 


Oliver  Hoi.dex. 
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A*il     hail     the   pow'r   of      Je-sus' name!  Let     an  -  gels  prostrate  fall, 
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Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al       di    -    a  -  dem,  And  crown  him  Lord      of        all, 


Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al 
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dem,  And  crown  him      Lord 
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of     all. 
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OPENING    SERVICE. 

No.  6.     AGAIN  RETURNS  THE  DAY  OF  HOLY  REST. 

W.  Mason.    J— 108.  W.  T.  Best. 

Con  moto. 
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And         all         be       pi  e     -    ty,       and 
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be        peace. 
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Let  us  devote  this  consecrated  day, 

To    learn    his  will,   and  all  we  learn 

obey; 
So  shall  he  hear,  when  fervently  we 

raise 
Our    supplications    and    our    songs    of 

praise. 


3  Father  of  heaven,  in  whom  our  hopes 

confide, 
Whose  power  defends  us,  and  whose 

precepts  guide, 
In  life  our  Guardian,  and  in  death  our 

Friend, 
Glory  supreme  be  thine,  till  time  shall 

end. 


OPENING    SERVICE. 


No.  ?.    0  DAY  OF  REST  AND  GLADNESS. 

The  Lord  shall  be  unto  thee  an  everlasting  light 
C.  Wordsworth.    m — 13?. 
Pin  allegretto. 


C.  J.  Dale. 
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1.      O     day       of    rest     and  glad  -  ness,  O    day      of       joy      and  light,      0 
2!    On  thee,      at     the      ere  -  a    -    tion,  The  light  first    had      its  birth;    On 
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sad    -   ness.  Most  beau    -  ti    -  ml,  most  bright; 

va    -     tion  Christ  rose      from  depths  of     earth  ; 
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Ho  -   ly. 

thus      on 


Ho   .   ly. 
thee     most 


i=E^Ilsl 


Three 
light 


in      One. 
was    given. 
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3  To-day  on  weary  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falls; 
To  holy  convocations 

The  silver  trumpet  calls  ; 
Where  Gospel  light  is  glowing 

With  pure  and  radiant  beams, 
And  living  water  flowing 

With  soul-refreshing  streams. 
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4  New  gracesever  gaining 

From  this  our  day  of  rest. 
We  reach  the  rest  remaining 

To  spirits  of  the  blest ; 
To  Holy  Ghost  be  praises, 

To  Father  and  to  Son  ; 
The  Church  her  voice  upraises 

To  thee,  blest  Three  in  <  >ne. 


OPENING    SERVICE. 


No.  8.    SWEETLY  THE  SABBATH  BELL. 


J— 108. 


Words  and  Music  by  Alfred  H.  Miles. 
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1.     Sweet    -    ly      the 
2. ff {Sweet    -    ly      the 
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Sab- bath 
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bell 

hell 


calls 
calls 


us 
us 


to 
to 


pray, 

praise, 
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In    thine  own  house,  O      God, 
To    thine  own  name,  O      God, 


on      thine  own  day  ;      Touch,  then,  our 
our    songs    to    raise ;     Loose,  then,  our 

0- 
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trembling  lips,  each  rising  thought  in  -  spire,     "With  true  de  -  vo-tion, and  with 
stamm'ring  tougues, that  we  may  truly    bring       A        lit  -  ting  trib-ute  in  the 
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A  fter  last  verse. 
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right 
praise 
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de  -   sire, 
we     sing. 
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Pray  -  ing,  prais-ing,   hear-ing.     A 
PP  ff  P 
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3  Sweetly  the   Sabbath  bell   calls  us   to  4  mf  «=cz^r==- 

hear  Sweetly  whene'er  we  come  to  pray,  praise 

From  thine  own  Word,  O  God,  the  tidings  and  hear, 

dear  ;  Let  thine  own  Spirit,  Lord, with  US  appear  ; 


Unstop   our    ears,    and    as    the   deafness 

departs, 
With    hearing    ears  give  understanding 
heai  ts. 
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Praying,  praising,  hearing.    Amen 


I  hen,  only   then,  can  we   approach   thee 

n  right- 
Hear  thee  with  piorit,  praise  thee  with 

delight. 


OPENING    SERVICE. 


No.  9.  LET  US  WALK  IN  THE  LIGHT  OF  THE  LORD. 
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J.  Stainer,  Mils.  I>. 
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1.  Now.   when  the     dusk  -  y   shades  of  night  re  -  treat  -  ing    Be- fore     the 
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red    ban  -  ner     swift  -  ly 
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Nbw,   when 
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of    the  dark  are  fleet -ing,   O  Lord,   we  lift  our  thank-ful  hearts  to  thee. 
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2  To  thee,  whose  Word  the  fount  of  life  unsealing, 

When  hill  and  dale  in  thickest  darkness  lay. 
Awoke  bright  rays  across  the  dim  earth  stealing, 
And  bade  the  eve  and  morn  complete  the  day. 

3  Look  from  thy  height  of  heaven,  and  send  to  cheer  us 

Thy  light  and  truth,  and  guide  ns  onward  still ; 
Still  let  thy  mercy,  as  of  old,  be  near  us, 
And  lead  us  safely  to  thy  Holy  Hill. 

4-  So  when  that  morn  of  endless  light  is  waking, 
And  shades  of  evil  from  its  splendors  Bee, 
Safe  may  we  vise,  this  earth's  dark  vale  forsaking, 
Through  all  the  long  bright  day  to  dwell  with  thee. 


CLOSING    SERVICE. 


No.  10.  ONCE  MORE  BEFORE  WE  PART. 


J— 100. 


( Closing  of  School.) 


Arthur  E.  Dyer. 
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more    be  -  fore       we     part,    Bless     the      Ke  -  deem-er's  name; 
in      thy    grace     we    came,   That    bless  -  ing     still     im  -  part ; 
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Join       ev  -  'ry  tongue  and     heart      T'a  -  dore  and  praise  the    Lamb; 
We       met      iii       Je  -  sus'    name,      In       Je  -  sus'  name  we      part. 
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A  little  slower. 
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Je    -    sus     the      sin 
Voices  in  unison. 


ner's  Friend!  Him  whom  our    souls     a 


dore ; 
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CLOSING   SERVICE. 


No.  11.    FATHER,  GIVE  THY  BENEDICTION. 


S.  Longfellow. 
Sot  too  fast. 
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R.  W.  Dixon. 
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1.  Fa-ther,  give  thy    ben  -  e  -  dic-tion,  Give  thy  peace  be  -  fore  we  part: 

2.  Let  thy  voice,  with  sweet  commanding,  Bid  our  grief  and  struggles  end : 

I              -»-                          I 
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Still  our  minds  with  truth's  conviction,  Calm  with  trust  each  anxious  heart. 
Peace  which  passeth    un-der- standing    On    our  wait- ing    spir-its  send. 


0 — 0 « #— . — s # » — » — r-# J — # — 0 


Xo.  18.  0  LORD,OUB  HEARTS  Vt'Ot'LD  GIVE  THEE  FKAISE. 

^—100.  Walch. 

ZZTa-3_  * -| — I 1—  — r^9 — -j— — I 1- — 0 0 — L^_  0 . — EZJ — 3 

^±--^—0-1^^ 

1.   O  Lord,our  hearts  would  give  thee  praise,   Ere  now  our  school  we  end; 
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For  this;  thy    day,  the 


best 
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2  Lord,  graft  thy  Word  in  every  heart, 
Our  souls  from  sin  defend, 
That  we  from  thee  may  ne'er  depart, 
Jesus,  the  children's  Friend. 


days, 


fii 


Je  -  sus,  the 
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children's  Friend. 
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3  Lord,  bless  our  homes,  and  give  us  grace 
'1  hy  Sabbath  so  to  spend. 
That  we  in  heaven  may  find  a  place, 
With  thee,  the  children's  Friend. 


10 


CLOSING    SERVICE. 


No.  13.    THE  DAY  IS  PAST  AND  OYER. 


Anatolius.     ^'— 116. 
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Ernest  O.  Kiver. 
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1.  The    day    is    past  and       o-  ver ;  All  thanks,  O  Lord,  to     thee!  We 

2.  The    joys    of    day   are       o  -   ver;  We    lift  our  hearts  to      thee,  And 
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pray   thee    now    that     sin  -  less     The  hours    of     dark    may     he 
ask    thee  that     of  -  fence  -  less    The  hours    of     dark    may     he 
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Je  -  sus, keep  us        in    thy  sight,  And  save  us  thro' the    com  -  ing  night! 
Je  -  sus, make  their  darkness  light,  And  save  us   thro'  the     com  -  ing  night! 
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3  The  toils  cf  day  are  over  ; 

Wc  raise  our  hymn  tc  thee, 
And  ask  that  free  from  peril 

The  hours  of  dark  may  be  ; 
O  Jesiit,,  keep  us  in  thy  sight, 
And  guard  us  thro'  the  coming  night. 


4  Be  thou  our  soul's  preserver, 
For  thou,  O  God,  dost  know 
How  many  arc  the  perils 

Awaiting  us  below  ; 
O  loving  Jesus,  hear  our  call, 
And  guard  and  save  us  from  them  all ! 


CLOSING    SERVICE.  H 

No.  14.  FATHER,  IN  HIGH  HEAYEN  DWELLING. 


G.  Rawson. 


Walter  Macpabekn, 


]~3-^=~zh:~ 


en      dwell  -  ing  !    May      our    even  -  ing 
-#-_     -0-  •     -#-     -p-     -«- 


-«>— — » — i 


;ong       be 
«         -f- 


tell    -    ing 


Of 


thy 


mer   -    cy 
-en- 


large    and     free ; 


-•  - 


Thro'     the     day       thy 
■f«-"     -r*-     5#-       -P- 


i^^g 


care  hath     led      us       With     di  -  vin  -    est     char  -   i    - 


— r~ 


-=*=*=£=" 


-<&-  -*>- 


H-Bp- 


mm 


1 -fg r--»S> -j-ffl— , 


2  This  day's  sins,  oh,  pardon,  Saviour  ! — 

Evil  thoughts,  perverse  behavior, 
cres.    Envy,  pride,  and  vanity. 
From  the  world,  the  flesh,  deliver, 
Save  us  now  and  save  us  ever, 
/    O  thou  Lamb  of  Calvary  ! 


mf 

3  While  the  night  dews  are  distilling, 
Holy  Ghost!  each  heart  be  rilling 
With  thine  own  serenity: 

p  Softly  let  our  eyes  be  closing, 
Loving  souls  on  thee  reposing, 
/  Ever  blessed  Trinity.    Anion. 
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CLOSING   SERVICE. 


No.  15.    BE  THOU  OUR  LIGHT. 


C.  E.  Kettle. 


-r  -    -  j  , 

1.    We  close  the  wea-ry  eye,    Sav-iour,  ev  -  er  near ;  We  lift  our  souls  on  high, 


F — * — «-,-«? 


j — i — r       i — i — F— r-^ — ^^ — P 


-J— ,—J- =-r4 
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Thro'  the  darkness  drear ;  Be  thou  our  light,  we   cry,  Sav-iour,  ev  -  er    dear. 


2  I  feel  thine  arms  around, 
Saviour,  ever  near ! 

With  thee  if  1  am  found, 
Never  can  I  fear, 

Whatever  ills  abound, 
Saviour,  ever  dear  ! 


3  Thine  is  the  day  and  night, 

Saviour,  ever  near ; 
Thine  is  the  dark  and  light, 

Be  my  covert  here  ; 
Oh,  shield  me  with  thy  might, 

Saviour,  ever  dear ! 


No.  16.    CHRISTIANS,  BRETHREN,  ERE  WE  PART. 


II.  Kirk  White 
±=1 


From  Handel. 


zpzzqzcztzzq: 


-&— 


-St <si- 

-&  U  I 

1.  Christians,  breth-ren,  ere      we     part,  Ev  -  'ry  voice  and  ev 


'ry  heart 


& — <S? L<& — 0 — a-Li& — 9—0-y-&--73~*-& — ^— L(^ —m- 


:=£: 


-& — ^-L«- 

"25"     ~Zt     ST 


Join,   and     to      our      Fa  -  ther   raise     One  last  hymn  of  grate-ful  praise. 


i 

2  Though  we  here  should  meet  no  more, 
Yet  there  is  a  brighter  shore ; 
There,  released  from  toil  and  pain, 
There  we  all  may  meet  again. 


i         i       i 

3  Now  to  thee,  thou  God  of  heaven, 
Be  eternal  glory  given  ; 
Grateful  for  thy  love  divine, 
May  our  hearts  be  ever  thine. 


I 


CLOSING    SERVICE. 


13 


No.  17.  THROUGH  THE  DAY  THY  LOYE  HATH  SPARED  US. 


T.  Kelly. 


^2l  — z ^N-H — v 


--N- 


==T- 


J.  W.  Elliott. 
poco  cres.  ^ 


-SJ- 


1.  Thro'       the       day       thy       love      hath    spared      us,  Now         we 

2.  Pil    -    grims    here      on      earth,     and     stran  -  gers  Dwell   -   ing 

_\  ^        ^        ^        ^ 


-i— -■— -; J j * — \—p- — rj r~»'~ * — i 


" 3 •— r — £— ( — ' F — K — * m * — Y& — M-: "I 


lay     us     down    to 
in     the    midst    of 


P 

rest;    Thro'   the  si  -  lent  watch -es  guard  us, 

foes,       Us     and  ours     pre  -  serve  from  dan  -  gers, 

J A        _N N        _> J>         •  i 


Voices  in  unison, 
cres. 


m^m=^m 


Let      no      foe     our  peace      mo  -  lest;       Je   -   sus,   thou    our    guar-dian 
In    thine   arms  may     we         re  -  pose ;      And   when  life's  sad     day       is 

>      v*      h 


Z=C=± 

I — p.— — * 

— I — t 


14 


CLOSING   SERVICE. 


No.  18.    SAVIOUR,  BREATHE  AN  EVENING  BLESSING. 


Edmeston.    J— 90. 
Moderato. 


_J 1 ,___| 


J.  P.  Jenson. 

i-  ^— \- 


1.  Saviour, breathe  an  even-ing  blessing,    Ere    re  -  pose  our  spir-its  seal; 

2.  Tho'  the  night  be    dark  and  drear-y,    Darkness  can -not  hide  from  thee; 

-— z-a-f — f — I — 1 — c-l — I — p— 


:-=£ 


:|=:-t 


*=t=F±f 


j^^J4^=j=?N--h-j-j-£H-j— jh 

0 0 0 0—l~f « « « — L_« 0 — _0 • — L_# 0 1 J 

Sin  and  want  we    come  con  -fessing  ;  Thou  canst  save,  and  thou  canst  heal. 
Thou  art   he  who,   nev  -  er    wea-ry,  Watch-est  where  thy  peo  -  pie     be. 


-S S • — :»— r£» — • — * — P- 


:t=t: 


bqE: 


£=&=! 


Tho'    de-struction  walk  a -round  us,  Tho'    the     ar-rows  past    us    fly, 
Should  switt  death  this  night  o'ertake  us,  And    our  couch  be  -  come  our  tomb, 


§§i 


:£=£: 


#- 
— i — 

#- 

r 


An-gi'l  guards  from  thee  surround  us;    We  are  safe,  for  thou    art  nigh. 
May  the  morn  in  heav'n  a- wake  us,   Clad  in    light  and  death-less  bloom. 


m— = — r-* • * — !* — r-' 1— 

ggjL4-U-H*--^-^K===£-=fe=~£-=F=F==^ 


*t — r — *— I — r- 


:t=: 


I- 


til 


PRAISE  AND  ADORATION. 
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No.  19.  LORD  OF  EVERY  LAND  AND  NATION. 


Robinson.    m — 132. 

With  majesty.    Voices  in  unison. 


Albert  Lowe. 


1.  Lord     of       ev 

2.  Brightness      of 

Accompaniment  only. 


'ry      land      and      na    -  tion, 
the      Fa  -  ther's    glo   -    iy, 


An  -  cient    of         e- 
Shall     thy   praise   un- 


— i- 


5± 


& — p.» 


::-s- 


V 


^=^5 


-sp- 


=P 


przitrf-^^ 


P 


ter    -    nal      days 
ut  -    tered     lie? 


Sound  -  ed       thro'       the     wide 
Shun,    my    tongue,    such    guil 


ere    -   ?    -    tion 

ty         si  -  lence  ! 


=-S> 9-0 L- 2^-v 0~ ' — — 


=c 


Be 

Sing 


thy 
the 


just 

Lord 


and     law 
who    came 


CHORUS. 


'  i 
ful 
to 


praise, 
die. 


Hal 


Ie 


lu  -   jah ! 


:F^z 


F=t 


i^p^g^l 


3  From  the  highest  throne  in  glory, 
To  the  cross  of  deepest  woe  ; 
All  to  ransom  guilty  captives  ; 
Flow,  my  praise,  forever  flow. 
Hallelujah.     Amen. 


4  Come,  return,  immortal  Saviour  ! 
Come,  Lord  Jesus,  take  thy  throne  ; 
Quickly  come,  and  reign  forever- 
Be  the  kingdom  all  thine  own. 
Hallelujah.    Amen. 


16  PRAISE    AND    ADORATION. 

No.  20.    SHALL  HYMNS  OF  GRATEFUL  LOTE. 

Arthur  Sullivan. 


J.  J.  Cummins.    J— 126 
Soprano  voices. 

-3—— =f 


Qzjzz*e[jee 


E 


tz=|z 


1.   Shall  hymns    of  grate  -ful  love  Thro'  heav'n's  high  ar  -  ches    ring,       And 


the     hosts       a   -    bove   Their    songs     of 


1 1—    !—       tt 

i — j — 4=^? 
^ — 1 , — -+      r 


3=F=± 


* 


g 


— * '— <S>- 


2^ 


-# * 0 1— # £ —  0 0 1 — <s> 1- , -. 

±=z^l=-B=£ r— i=g=-t=J=|=:z=3:EEig^zJ 


CHORUS. 


-J—  i    1 

And  shall  not    we  take  up  the  strain,  And  send  the    e-  cho  back      a  -  gain? 


P 


r~ — * 


£=£ 


r 


5=3=£E=z2zzi 


iS 


2  Shall  they  adore  the  Lord, 
Who  bought  them  with  his  blood, 
And  all  the  love  record 
That  led  them  home  to  God  ; 
And  shall  not  we  take  up  the  strain, 
And  send  the  echo  back  again  ? 


3  Oh,  spread  the  joyful  sound, 
The  Saviour's  love  proclaim, 
And  publish  all  around 
Salvation  through  his  name. 
Till  the  whole  world  take  up  the  strain, 
And  send  the  echo  back  again. 


PRAISE    AND    ADORATION. 

No.  21.    HOLY,  HOLY,  HOLY,  LORD. 
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Bp.  Christopher  Wordsworth.    J— SO. 

\±     J— =j 1— -pz 


Johann   Skisastian  Bach. 


=P= 


P    -0- 


m 


1.  Ho 

2.  Since 


ly, 
by 


ho    -    ly,        ho   -    ly,      Lord,      God 
thee     were     all    things  made,      And 


of 


hosts,    e- 
thee     do 


E:^-4: 


P—  m — • a — I — i — ^ 1 1 1 m *" 

:E=g— ! — ,    i>  -im — i4z   r     i — 1= 


^-^< 


the 
to 


heav'ns  and 
thee      all 


earth 
hon 


a   -  dored  ; 
or      paid ; 


-• 1— ^ ^ (S> 1 


— J-|— I—  J=f^l 


the      bless  -  ed 
the      bless  -  ed 


Trin    -    i     -     tv. 
Trin    -    i     -     tv. 


i^^iiiltaSlIH 


Thousands,  tens  of  thousands,  stand. 
Spirits  blest,  before  tin'  throne, 

Speeding  thence  at  thy  command, 
And.  when  thy  commands  are  done, 

Singing  everlastingly 
To  the  blessed  Trinity. 


4  Hallelujah  !  Lord  to  thee. 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ; 
Godhead  One,  and  Persons  Three: 

Join  us  with  the  heavenly  host, 
Singing  everlastingly 

To  the  blessed  Trinity. 


18  PRAISE    AND    ADORATION. 

No.  22.  PRAISE  THE  LORD;  YE  HEAYENS,  ADORE  HIM. 


John  Kempthorxe,  1S09. 
Con  moto. 


"Let  everything  that  hath  breath  praise  the  Lord." 
112. 


Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes. 


S. 1- 

— I I- 

— « — *- 


1.  Praise    the    Lord  ;  ye  heav'ns,  a  -  dore  liim;  Praise  him,  an -gels,  in    the 

2.  Praise    the    Lord,  for    he        is     slo  -  rious  ;  Nev  -  er  shall  his  prom-ise 


t— #--r-l — h^-^—J^ — . 


i 


-• — 

-I — 


t: 


height !  Sun  and  moon  re-joice  he-  foie  him;  Praise  him, all    ye   stars  of 
fail ;    God  hath  made  the  saints  vie  -  to  -  rious,  Sin  and  death  shall  not  pre- 

■     -•-    hv.     B#. 
rzrz2.:z|z: 


•zz*z±zz  _?z:5jzziz±-*zzezzqzzz: 


J=4=^fl 


f*=;=w-- 


light !  Praise  the  Lord,  for  he   hath    spoken;  Worlds  his  migh-ty  voice    o- 
vail.  Praise  the  God  of    our    sal  -  va-tion,  Hosts  on  high,  his  pow'r  pro- 

-1-  zzb ' ' v-±~, F-z£zztzzEtzzzzziizzpzz 


in 

-5* 


— I 1— i-i 1- 


£=2=; 


z~z>±' 


*— ^*- b»-"»    *-z«z±g-zzzzg— £€z±gzz„-«.  ._«,*zrgz:  I 

beyed;  Laws,  which  never  shall  be   bro-ken,  For  their  guidance  he  hath  made. 
claim;  Eeav'nandearth.andallcre  -a-tion  !  Laud  and  inag-ni  -  fy    his  name. 

i        i 

|i=h*zziz=S-zi-[^zJI 
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PRAISE    AND    ADORATION. 

No.  23.    PRAISE  YE  JEHOVAH. 


19 


Lady  M.  C.  Campbell.    J— 126. 
u.Con  moto. 

itfczLi — 1 N— p=t 


3=* 


— 1 — # — # — 0 


J.    CONDER   NATTRASS 


:3=:==] 


-<&■- 


^ 


-« — - 


1.    Praise     ye       Je    -     ho    -  vah,     praise  the    Lord  most      ho     -     1\. 
1.    Praise     ye      the       Lord     for  all      his     lov  -  ing  -  kind   -  ness, 


liZZ:tfi* — ^t — £r 1_. -1 _l — 1 1 

V-?  ff    a r L ]/ F-^ P^ 


E 


Who     cheers    the 
And         all       the 


con    -    trite, 
ten    -    der 


1 


girds     with  strength  the     weak ; 
mer    -    cy         he       hath   shown; 


-• — 


nn 


_     ,5, 1 m— 

— 3<& •• 0— 

Praise    him    who 
Praise    him    who 


=J= 


will      with 
par  -  dons 

-0-       -0-         -&-        -&- 

—&. 0 — :i* — q — [=" p— r 


glo 
all 


-+- 


-9. — j_  &- 


m 


ry    crown  the 
our      sin     and 


low   -   ly,     And 
blind  -  ness,  And 


1 
• 0 — 1 

±=z=tz=3 


fzzfejzz 


*      *  • 

£=1=3 


3  Praise   ye   Jehovah,  source  of   all  our    4  Praise  ye  the  Father,  God,  the  Lord,  who 

blessing,  gave  us, 

Before   his   gifts  earth's  richest  boons  With   full   and   perfect   love,   his  only 

are  dim  ;  Son  ; 

Resting  in  him,  his  peace  and  joy  pos-  Praise  ye  the  Son,  who  died  himself  to 

sessing,  save  us  ; 

All  things  are  ours,  for  we  have  all  in  Praise  ye  the  Spirit,  praise  the  Three 

him.  in  One. 
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PRAISE    AND    ADORATION. 


No.  24.    TO  CELEBRATE  THY  PRAISE,  0  LORD. 

With  energy,   j— 100. 


*=t 


3 


=F4=„A— i— ^ 


Stainer. 


— 5_*_c_e — # — # 

1.  To      eel  -  e-bratethy  praise,  O    Lord,  I 


=— P— r~P- 


i^f^^i^s" 


-P- 


will     my  heart  pre  -  pare, 
-#-  •    -0-     -0-      -0-        _ 

-i —      -i —         -i —         -fZ-» 


iiil 


■* — j- 


^=3=3EE 
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j=fc=r— 1 — 4=F=) 1 — q=a=L-J — a — J czb^szd 

*_ce — # — ^ — a)_._H___H__j:—  H_c_j ^ * — <,_t_g.T_d 


And  to    the    list'ning  world  thy  works,  Thy   wondrous  works  de  -  clare. 

i 

-P—  r* • £~^-~r^^  -^ ^ P— r~P P P 1 
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P--- 

tzt-z 


P— Qp- 


:t: 


II 


t=t: 


-S>— - 


2  The  thought  of  them  shall  to  my  soul 
Exalted  pleasures  bring ; 
Whilst  to  thy  name,  O  thou  Most  High, 
Triumphant  praise  I  sing. 


T- 

3  Sing  praises,  therefore,  to  the  Lord, 
From  Zion,  his  abode  ; 
Proclaim  his  deeds,  till  all  the  world 
Confess  no  other  God. 


E.  Pott. 


No.  25.    ANGEL  VOICES  EYER  SINGING. 

J— 80.  Arthur  Sullivan. 


j  »  *       -*-    -•-  -0-  |         r   y 

1.  An  -  gel   voic-es    ev  -  er   sing  -  ing   Round  tliy  throne  of  light,      An -gel  harps,  for  -  ev  -  er   ring-ing, 


1 


a 


y-7T—\ b — 1 — r-F — 0 — W — r*-- 1-# — 0 — i 1 — rfcrT^T; 


■'— ' — -Lh 


-P- 
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Rest  not   day  nor  night;   Thousands  on  -  ly 
i      N   -i 


live    to  bless  thee,  And  con  •  fess  thee.     Lord   of  might 


M—  J -| ~      -J -_#_tf__# 0  0        I        0.-0.-     0-!--     01     0l-0-±       |_-^.L         &_> 
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2  Thou,  who  art  beyond  the  farthest 
Mental  eye  can  scan, 
Can  it  be  that  thou  regardest 

Songs  of  sinful  man '.' 
Can  we  feel  that  thou  art  near  us 
And  wilt  hear  us?    Yea,  we  can. 


3  Here,  great  God,  to-day  we  offer 

Of  thine  own  to  thee  ; 
And  for  thine  acceptance  proffer, 

All  unworthily, 
Hearts  and  minds,  and  hands  and  voices, 

in  our  choicest  melody. 


PRAISE    AND    ADORATION. 

No.  26.    0  BROTHERS,  LIFT  YOUR  YOKES. 

"Then  shall  thou  cause  the  trumpet  of  the  Jubilee  to  sound." — LEV.  25,  9. 

y— 120.  Adapted  from  Mendelssohn 

m  *"  '  Si 
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lift    your    voic  -  es,   Tri  -  um-phant  songs     to      raise; 

•i     *.     «     ^   .,.     £     £     £     £       ^ 
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Till  heav'n  on     high     re  -    joic  -  es,  And  earth    is  filled  with    praise. 


^tt=f  i  L    !=f — T-y-f^t- 

g=zi_  P    F    L — M=fe=& 

1 — i — i — i — i — i — i — # — 0- 
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Ten  thousand  hearts  are    bound  -  ing   With     ho  -  ly  hopes  and    free  ; 

r*jf  •  -v  i 
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-S-* 
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I  »        i  ^1 r  j 

The     Gos  -pel  trump  is     sound -ing,   The  trump  of      Ju  -   bi  -  lee. 

rj  -0-  £    -*-  *.. 


2  O  Christian  brothers,  glorious 

Shall  be  the  conflict's  close  ; 
The  cross  hath  been  victorious, 

And  shall  be  o'er  its  foes- 
Faith  is  our  battle-token  ; 

Our  Leader  all  controls  ; 
Our  trophies,  fetters  broken  ; 

Our  captives,  ransomed  souls. 


3  Xot  unto  us— Lord  Jesus, 

To  thee  all  praise  be  due : 
Whose  blood-bought  mercy  trees  us, 

Has  freed  our  brethren,  too. 
Not  unto  us— in  glory 

The  angels  catch  the  strain, 
And  cast  their  crowns  before  thee 

Exultingly  again. 
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PRAISE    AND    ADORATION. 

No.  27.    CROWN  HIM  WITH  MANY  CROWNS. 


Matthew  Bridges.    , — 141 
With  animation. 


"And  on  his  head  were  ninny  crowns." 


G.  J.  Elvey. 


/l.  Crown  him  with     ma  -  ny   crowns,  The  Lamb    up-  on      his  throne; 
to/i'.  Crown  him    the    Lord    of       love  ;  p  Be  -  hold     his  hands  and    side, 
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Hark  !  how  the  heav'nly 
rr  Rich  wounds  yet  vis  -  i  ■ 


=F^=^ 
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an  -  tnem  drowns  All  nm  -   sic  but     its 

ble        a  -  hove     In  beau  -  ty  glo  -  ri 
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own  ; 
fied; 
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A  -  wake,  my    soul,    and 
p  No       an  -  gel       in       the 


F£# 


m 


sing     p  Of     him    who    died    for      thee, 
sky        Can     ful   -    ly     bear    that     sight, 
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cr  And  hail  him    as     thy  match 
pprit.  But  downward  bends  his  burn 

iSw-Sji-  f_p«-^_  * — t « ~-p»- 

~^-J*-*I — I — 1 1 


less  King,  Thro'  all        e    -   ter  -  ni  -  ty. 
ing     eye     At    mys  -  ter  -  ies      so  bright. 

-* * *— rf1 * r       liaji 


m/3  Crown  him  the  Lord  of  peace, 
cr  Whose  power  a  sceptre  sways 
From  pole  to  pole,  that  wars  may  cease, 

And  all  be  prayer  and  praise  ; 
/  His  reign  shall  know  no  end, 
p  And  round  his  pierced  feet 
Fair  flowers  Of  Paradise  extend 
cr    Their  fragrance  ever  sweet. 


r 

fi  Crown  him  the  Lord  of  years, 
The  Potentate  of  time. 
Creator  of  the  rolling  spheres, 

Ineffably  sublime  ; 
All  hail.  Redeemer,  hail  ! 
p  For  thou  hast  died  for  me  ; 
jTThy  praise  shall  never,  never  fail 
Throughout  eternity. 


PRAISE    AND    ADORATION. 


No.  28.    GIVE  GLORY  AND  PRAISE. 
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Mrs.  E.  A.  Severance. 


r.  L.  Wiseman. 


mf  \.  Give     glo  -   ry      and    praise    To     the       Fa  -  ther     a-bove!      Who 
■j.  Give     glo  -   ry      and    praise    Un  -   to    Christ  era  -  ci  -  tied :        To 
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miides      and 
save  e 


who  guards       us.       Whose      na    -    tnre  is        Jove. 

ven        sin    -    ners,        He        suf  -   fered       and     died. 


f~TF =» 
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HE?">AIN. 


f  Praise  and       glo  -    ry        to       the        Fa   ■ 

v         s           I  N         ^  . 
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Fa   -  ther ! 


Je  -   sus 
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Son  ;  Praise  and  glo 
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Fhe  blest  Three  in   One. 
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t!ie   Spir  -  it. 


3  Give  glory  and  praise 

To  the  Spirit  most  blest ! 
He  seeks  to  bring  comfort 

And  peace  to  eaeii  breast. — PiEF. 


4  Give  glory  and  praise, 

Every  heart  tribute  bring  ! 
Jehovah  is  Sovereign, 
Now  own  him  as  King.— Ref. 


24 


Sie  R.  Grant, 
l*  Moderate. 
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PRAISE    AND    ADORATION. 

No.  29.    OH,  WORSHIP  THE  KING. 

J-84. 


Dr.  Croft. 
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mf  1.  Oh,    wor-ship  the  King 


%£3: 
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all    glorious    a  -  bove,    Oh,  grate -ful  -  ly 
m      -•-    -*       »      -&- 
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sing      His  pow'r    and  his     love,     Our  shield  and     de  -  fend-er,  The 
si         -0-        -        -»•  i    \  -#-       -•-  . 
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•An-cient  of     days,  Pa  -  vil-ioned  in  splendor,  and  gird- ed  with  praise. 
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/  2  Oh,  tell  of  his  might,  Oh,  sin^  of  his  grace, 
Whose  robe  is  the  light,  whose  canopy,  space. 
y  His  chariots  of  wrath  the  deep  thunder-clouds  form, 
I  And  dark  is  his  path  on  the  wings  of  the  storm. 

m  3  The  earth,  with  its  store  ot  wonders  untold, 
Almighty  !  thy  power  hath  founded  of  old  ; 
Hath  'stablislied  it  fast  by  a  changeless  decree, 
And  round  it  hath  cast  like  a  mantle,  the  sea. 

m,  4  Thy  bountiful  care,  what  tongue  can  recite, 
It  breathes  in  the  air,  it  shines  in  the  light. 
It  streams  from  the  hills,  it  descends  to  the  plain, 
And  sweetly  distils  in  the  dew  and  the  rain. 

p  5  Frail  children  of  dust,  and  feeble  as  frail. 
In  thee  do  we  trust,  nor  find  thee  to  fail ; 
i  Thy  mercies  how  tender  !  how  firm  to  the  end  ! 
f\  Our  Maker,  Defender,  Redeemer,  and  Friend  ! 

/  t>  O  measureless  might!  ineffable  love  ! 
While  angels  delight  to  hymn  thee  above, 
The  humbler  creation,  though  feeble  their  lays, 
With  true  adoration  shall  lisp  to  thy  praise. 
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No.  30.    COME,  LET  US  SING  OF  JESUS. 


" Is  any  merry  .'    Lei  him  ting  psalms 
G.  W.  Bethuxe.    ^—126. 
Rather  quirk. 


S.  J.  P.  Dun  max. 
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l.  Come,   let        us    sing     of       Je  -  sus,  While  hearts  and  ac  -  cents  blend ;  Come, 
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mid    the    choirs     a  -  hove,        To 

-#-         -»-         -5--'  -0- 
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raZZ. 


hear    our  youth -ful 


2  We  love  to  sing  of  Jesus, 

Who  died  our  souls  to  save. 

We  love  to  sing  of  Jesus, 
Triumphant  o'er  the  grave  ; 

And  in  our  hour  of  danger. 
We'll  trust  his  love  alone. 
Who  once  slept  in  a  manger, 

And  now  sits  on  the  throne. 


Then  let  us  sing  of  Jesus, 

While  yet  on  earth  we  stay. 
And  hope  losing  of  Jesus 

Throughout  eternal  day  ; 
For  those  who  here  confess  him 

He  will  in  heaven  confess  ; 
And  faithful  heart-  that  bless  him, 

He  will  forever  bless. 


2G 


PRAISE    AND    ADORATION. 


No.  31.    HARK!  TEN  THOUSAND  YOKES. 


-120. 

Moderate    Chorus 

— \ 


J.  Harrison. 
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Hark,  ten  thousand  thousand  voie  -  es, 
Lo,  the  anthems  ev  -  er  -  last.  -  ing, 
With     the    un  -  i  -  ver  -  sal    cho  -  rus, 

r        ^    .^.    #.    .?.    .^.    rj?:     ^s. 
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Sing  the  song  of  Ju  -  bi- 
Jub  -'lant  sing  the  heav'nly 
We      our  noblest  songs  would 
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lee  ;  Earth, thro'  all  her  tribes,  re  -  joic  -es, 
host,  While  their  crowns  of  glory  cast -ing 
raise,  Israel's  hope,  Re-deem -er    glo-rious, 


Broke  her  long  cap-tiv  -  i  - 

At    her  feet,  in    rapture 

Live  for-ev  -  er     in    our 

-* -  •  -*-    #- 
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Chorus.    Unison  formal!  voices 
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Now   the  theme  in       roll 

Wi  -  der  now.  and    loud 
Speed  thy  com- ing,    great 


ing  tlnm  -der  Thro'  the  un  -  i  -  verse   is  rung, 
er    pealing, Swells  and  soars  th'nraptur'd  strain, 
Mes-si   -    ah,  O'er  a  ransomed  world  to  reign, 
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Andante  conmoto. 


Now  in 
Now  in 
Wor  -  thv 


1  ^      "eJ 

gent-ler  tones  the  wonders  Of  re  -  deem-ing  grace  are  sung, 
num-bers  soft  -  ly  stealing,  Hark!  the  Conqueror's  praise  a- gain. 
thou    to    reign    for  -  ev  -  er,  Heav'n  and  earth  re  -  peat  the  strain. 


PRAISE    ANI>    ADORATION. 

HARK!  TEN  THOUSAND  VOICES.— Concluded. 
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Chorus.   Majestic 
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Hail, Emanuel,  great  Deliv'rer!  Hail, Emanuel,  great  Deli v' rev!  Hail,E-manu  -  el  ! 


jl  .p.  -0..  -m. 


±2. 


-0-      -»-2  1^-*-  -*-        -&-  -*-•-#- 


-I N- 


:J 


§=^zijqd==^rzl=pfc==g=-.=zpj==^==pT— | — l=±c:±==|.-zi: 

g 1— \--\ 1— ^— Y-0— —0— ^-P — sr-#— — -+• — 8 — * — — -S- — s>—A 


Hail,  E  -man  -  u  -  el  !  Hail,  E  -  man -uel !  Hail, Emanu-el!  Praise  to  thee! 
Hail,  E  -man  -  u  -  el  !  Hail,  E  -  man  -  uel  !  Glory  to  the  Lamb  once  slain  ! 
Hail,  E  -  man  -  u  -  el !  Hail,   E    -     man  -  uel !  Stones  shall  speak  if  we  refrain. 
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No.  SJ.    SWEET  IS  THE  WORK. 


Isaac  Watts.     „ — 152. 
■  id??*  tnoto. 
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W.  Smallwood. 

J-pzjiziz^ 


1.  Sweet    is    the      work,    my 

2.  Sweet    rs    the       (lav      of 
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God,     my    Kin?,      To    praise  thy    name,  give  thanks,  and    sing : 
sa  -    ered    rest ;      Ho      mor  -  tal    cares   shall  seize     my   breast 
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To     show  thy    love      by     mora  -  iag    light,      And      talk   of     all     thy    truth    by       night. 
Oh.     may   ray    heart     in      tune    be     found,      Like      Ha  -  vid's  harp    of       sol  -  emn      sound. 
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3  When  grace  has  purified  my  heart, 
Then  I  shall  share  a  glorious  part; 
And  fresh  supplies  of  joy  be  shed, 
Like  holy  oil,  to  cheer  my  head. 


r 


4  Then  shall  I  see,  and  hear,  and  know 
All  I  desired  or  wished  below  ; 
And  every  power  find  sweet  employ 
In  that  eternal  world  of  joy. 


28  PRAISE  AND  ADORATION. 

No.  33.  SONGS  OF  PRAISE  THE  ANGELS  SANG. 

"The  morning-stars  sang  together,  and  all  the  sons  of  God  shouted  for  joy." — Job  38.  7. 
J.  Montgomery.    J— 116.  E.  J.  Hopkins. 
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1.  Songs  of   praise  the    an  -gels  sang,  Heav'n  with  hal  -  le    -  lu- jahs  rang, 
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When    Je  -  ho  -  vah'sworkbe -gun,  When    he    spake,  and     it    was  done. 
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Songs    of    praise     a  -  woke  the  morn,  When  the  Prince    of    Peace  was  born  ; 
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Songs  of  praise     a  -  rose  when    he     cap  -  tive    led     cap  -  tiv 
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2  Saints  below,  with  heart  and  voice, 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice  ; 
Learning  here,  by  faith  and  love, 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 


I-- 


Borne  upon  their  latest  breath, 
Songs  of  praise  shall  conquer  death  ; 

Then,  amidst  eternal  joy, 
Songs  of  praise  their  powers  employ. 
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No.  84.    SING  A  SONG  OF  JOY  AND  GLADNESS. 

^— 13S.  Words  and  Music  by  Alfred  H.  Milks. 
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1.    Sing     a      song     of      joy       and     glad  -   ness    Un    -    to       him     who 
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Join       the        an  -  thems     of 
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the 


sky. 
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Hal    -    le 


hi    -   jah, 
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-'  Sing  a  song  of  adoration 

Unto  him  who  died  below, 

Bearing  shame  and  tribulation, 
Sing  to  him  who  suffered  so. 
Hallelujah  :    Amen. 

3  Sins  a  song  of  exultation 
Unto  him  who  rose  again  ; 
Him  who  died  for  our  salvation 
Honor  with  a  joyous  strain. 
Hallelujah  !     Amen. 


•1  Sing,  for  now,  his  work  completed, 
We  have  holy  cause  to  sing  : 
Satan  vanquished,  death  defeated, 
Loud  the  victor's  praises  ring. 
Hallelujah  !     Amen. 

5  Hallelujah  to  the  Father, 
Hallelujah  to  the  Son. 
Hallelujah  to  the  Spirit, 
Hallelujah  Three  in  One. 
Hallelujah  !     Amen. 


30  PRAISE    AND    ADORATION. 

No.  35.    HEATENLY   FATHER,  ALL  CREATION 

A.  T.  Russell.    ^—-108. 


J.    TlLLEARD. 
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1.  Heav'uly    Fa  •  ther,   all       ere  -  a  -  tion  Shows  the  wonders  of      thy  hand  ; 
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Now    ac-eept   our     ad       o  -    ra-tion,  Lord,  thy  bless-  ing  now  command. 
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Thee    the  fount  of      life       we    own,   Thee    our     Mak  -  er,  thee    a  -  lone  ; 


er,  thee    a  -  lone  ; 
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hy  children,  raise. 


Hear  our  prayers,  ac  -  eept     the  praise,  We,    thy     flock,    thy  children,  raise. 
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2  Son  of  God,  who  didst  from  heaven 
Come  to  save  our  ruined  race, 

Who  to  us  thyself  hast  given, 
Lord  of  mercy,  truth,  and  grace ; 

Thy  redeeming  hive  we  sing  ; 

Lord,  to  thee  our  hearts  we  bring  ; 

At  thy  call  we  come  to  thee, 

At  thy  name  we  bow  the  knee. 


3  Holy  Ghost,  whose  inspiration 
Is  of  life  and  light  the  spring, 
Bless  us  with  thy  visitation, 

Love,  and  peace,  and  gladness brinj. 
Guide  us  on  our  heavenly  way  ; 
Keep  us,  lest  we  go  astray  ; 
Father,  Son,  and  Spirit  pure, 
Ever  shall  thy  praise  endure. 
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No.  36.    HALLELUJAH!  GOD  THE  FATHER. 


( Centenary  Hymn.) 

Words  and  Music  by  Alfred  H.  Miles. 
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1.  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  !  God  the    Fa-ther,  Hal  -  le    -    lu  -  jah  !  God  the  Son, 

2.  For    thyhoun-ti-  ful    pro-vis-ion    For   the  wants  of    need-y    man, 
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Hal  -  le  -  hi  -  jah  !  God    the  Spir-it, 
For    the    ev  -  er  -  chang-ing  sea-sons 
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Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  !  Three  in     One ; 
Ev  -  er    since  the  world  be  -  gan  ; 


For     ere   -    a-    tion,  vast  and  love-  ly,  For  sal  -  va- tion  full  and  free, 
For    each    year     of  crowning  harvest ;  Waving  field  and  la  -  den  tree, 
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Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  !  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah !  hal  -  le  -  hi  -  jah  !   Trin  -  i    -    ty  ! 
Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  !  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  !  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,     God     to     thee  ! 
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3  For  the  armies  of  the  faithful 

'Neath  the  Gospel  flag  unfurled, 
In  thy  name  who  seek  the  conquest 

Of  the  kingdoms  of  this  world  ; 
For  their  still  increasing  ardor, 

Centuries  can  never  cool, 
Hallelujah  !  hallelujah  ! 

God  of  Church  and  Sunday-school. 


4  Hallelujah  !  God  the  Father, 

Thou  who  sent  the  Son  to  save  ; 
Hallelujah  !  God  the  Spirit ; 

Who  the  quickening  unction  gave 
Hallelujah  !  God  the  Saviour, 

Thou  who  diedst  and  rose  again, 
Hallelujah  !   hallelujah  ! 

Hallelujah  !    Amen. 
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PRAISE    AND    AIM  (RATION. 


No.  37.    PRAISE,  311  SOIL,  THE  KINO  OF  HEAVEN. 


II.  F.  Lyte. 


"Bless  the  Lord.  O  my  soul,  and  forget  not  all  his  benefits." 
—138. 

-• 


J.    TlLLEARD. 
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1.  Praise,  my    soul,      the     King     of      hea  -  ven,      To        his       feet      thy 
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2  Praise  him  for  his  grace  and  favor 

To  our  fathers  in  distress  ; 
Praise  him,  still  the  same  as  ever. 

Slow  to  chide,  and  swift  to  bless; 
Hallelujah:  hallelujah! 

Praise  the  everlasting  King. 

3  Father-like,  he  tends  and  spares  us, 

Well  our  feeble  frame  he  knows  ; 
In  his  hands  he  gently  bears  us. 

Rescues  us  from  all  our  foes. 
Hallelujah  !  hallelujah  ! 

Praise  the  everlasting  King. 


4  Frail  as  Summer's  flower  we  flourish, 

Blows  the  wind  and  it  is  gone  : 
But  while  mortals  rise  and  perish, 

God  endures  unchanging  on. 
Hallelujah  !  hallelujah  ! 

Praise  the  everlasting  King. 

5  Angels,  help  us  to  adore  him  ! 

Ye  behold  him  face  to  face  ; 
Sun  and  moon,  bow  down  betore  him, 

Dwellers  all  in  time  and  space. 
Hallelujah  !  hallelujah  ! 

I 'raise  the  everlasting  King. 


PRAISE    AND    ADORATION. 
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No.  38.    SING  HALLELUJAH !  PRAISE  THE  LORD ! 


J.    SWERTXEE.      J — 144. 

With  spirit. 
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A.   JSTONE. 
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1.    Sing     hal  -  le  -  hi  -  jah  !  praise  the  Lord  !  Sing  with      a    cheer  -  ful  voice 


2.   There    we    to     all 
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ter  -  ni  -  ty     Shall   join    th'an-gel  -   ic    lays, 
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Ex  -  alt  our  God  with  one      ac  -  cord,    And     in        his  name    re  -  joice ; 
And  sing  in    per -feet  liar  -  mo  -  ny,       To     God,    the    Sav- hour's  praise  : 
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Ne'er  cease  to  sing,  thou  ransom'd  host,  Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Ho  -  ly  Ghost, 
"He  hath    redeemed  us  by     his  blood,  Hath  made  us  kings  and  priests 'to  God. 


Un  -  til,      in  realms  of      end  -  less  light, Tour  prais  -  es    shall     u-nite. 
For     us      the  heav'nly    Lamb  was  slain,  Praise  ye     the  Lord!  A -men." 
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PRAISE    AND    ADORATION. 

No.  39.    0  SAYIOUR,  PRECIOUS  SAVIOUR. 


F.  R.  Havergal. 
Ik  march  time. 
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O    name     of        might  and    fa 
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vor,  All  oth    -  er    names    a  -  bove ! 
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We   praise  thee,  and    con  -  fess 
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ill 


thee    Our     ho    -    ly      Lord  and  King. 


/2  In  thee  all  fullness  dwelleth, 
All  grace  and  power  divine; 
The  glory  that  excel leth, 
O  Son  of  God,  is  thine  ; 
p  We  worship  thee,  (cr)  we  bless  thee, 

To  thee  alone  we  sing  ; 
f  We  praise  thee,  and  confess  thee 
Our  glorious  Lord  and  King. 


m/3  0h,  grant  the  consummation 
Of  this  oxir  song  above 
In  endless  adoration, 
And  everlasting  love  ; 
/  Then  shall  we  praise  and  bless  thee 
Where  perfect  praises  ring, 
And  evermore  confess  thee 
Our  Saviour  and  our  King. 


PRAISE    AND    ADORATION. 

No.  40.  HOLY,  HOLY,  HOLY!  LORD  GOD! 
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Heber.    j^— 112. 
With  majesty. 
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1.  Ho  ■  ly,    ho  -  ly,    ho  -  ly  !  Lord  God  Al  -  migh  -  ty  !    Grate-fa]  -  ly      a- 
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■i&- 
tv! 


^ 


5-fn * m- 

4!      I     ! 


»--•- 


rzz 


— r 


i 


2  Holy,  holy,  holy  !   all  the  saints  adore  thee, 

Casting  down  their  golden  crowns  around  the  glassy  sea; 
Cherubim  and  Seraphim  falling  down  before  thee, 
"Who  wast,  and  art,  and  evermore  shalt  be. 

3  Holy,  holy,  holy  !  though  the  darkness  hide  thee, 

Though  the  eye  of  sinful  man  thy  glory  may  not  see, 
Only  thou  art  holy  :  there  is  none  beside  thee 
Perfect  in  power,  in  love,  and  purity. 

4  Holy,  holy,  holy  '  Lord  God  Almighty  ! 

All  thy  works  shall  praise  thy  name,  in  earth,  and  sky,  and  sea; 
Holy  holy,  holy  !  merciful   and  mighty  : 
God  in  Three  Persons,  blessed  Trinity  ' 
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PRAISE    AND    ADORATION. 


No.  41.  GOD,  OUR  SAYIOUR  AND  OUR  KING. 


JOSIAH    CONDER. 

With  spirit. 


Arthur  Cottman. 


3  Yet  to  view  the  heavens  lie  hends 
Yea,  to  earth  he  condescends  ; 
Passing  by  the  rich  and  great, 
For  the  low  and  desolate. 


4  He  the  broken  spirit  cheers  : 
Turns  to  joy  the  mourner's  tears  ; 
Such  the  wonders  of  his  ways  '. 
Praise  his  name,  forever  praise. 


No.  42.    TO  OUR  REDEEMER'S  GLORIOUS  NAMEo 


Anne  Steele. 
With  energy. 


"The  love  of  Chris/,  which passcth  knowledge." — Epn.  3.  19. 
-126. 


C.  J.  Vincent. 
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1.  To      our     Re-deemer's     glorious  name,  A  -  wake  the      sa  -  cred  song; 

2.  His    love,  what  mortal  thought  can  reach?  What  mor-tal  tongue  dis  -  play? 
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Oh,    may    his  love,    im  -  mor 
Im  -  ag  -    i  -  na  -  tion's  ut  - 


-  tal  flame,  Tune  ev  -  'ry  heart  and  tongue, 
most  stretch  In    won-der  dies      a  -  way. 
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3  He  left  his  radiant  throne  on  high, 
Left  the  bright  realms  of  bliss, 
And  came  to  earth  to  bleed  and  die- 
Was  ever  love  like  this? 


4  Dear  Lord,  while  we  adoring  pay 
Our  humble  thanks  to  thee  ; 
May  every  heart  with  rapture  say- 
The  Siaviour  died  for  me. 


PRAYER  AND  SUPPLICATION. 
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No.  43.  GUIDE  US,  0  THOU  GREAT  JEHOVAH. 


Williams. 
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Robt.  Anderson". 


— Z— • J _g- 3— LJ J 


P= 


« 


=t 
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We      are    weak,    but     thou     art    migh  -  ty, 
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Hold     us     with     thy     pow'r-ful    hand.     Bread      of 
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Bread    of      heav 
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Feed     us      till 
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2  Open  now  the  crystal  fountain  13  When  we  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 

Whence  the  healing  stream  doth  flow  ;  Bid  our  anxious  fears  subside  ; 

Let  the  tire  and  cloudy  pillar  Death  of  deaths  and  hell's  Destruction, 

Lead  ns  all  our  journey  through  ;  Land  us  safe  on  Canaan's  side  ; 

Strong  Deliverer,  Bongs  of  praises 

Be  thou  still  our  strength  and  shield.  I         We  will  ever  give  to  thee. 
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PRAYER    AND    SUPPLICATION. 


No.  U.    THOU  CANST  LEAD  IS  HOME. 
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1.  Star  of  morn  and  e  -  ven,   Sun    of  heaven's  heaven,  Saviour,hig 
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T'ward  us  turn  thine  ear,   Thro'  whate'er  may  come,  Thou  canst  lead  us 
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2  Though  the  gloom  he  grievous, 
Those  we  leant  on  leave  us, 
Though  the  coward  heart 
Fail  its  proper  part, 
Though  the  tempter  come, 
Thou  wilt  lead  us  home. 


3  Star  of  morn  and  even, 
Shine  on  us  from  heaven 
From  thy  glory  throne 
Hear  thy  very  Own  ! 
Lord  and  Saviour,  come, 
Lead  us  to  our  home. 


ZlNZENDORF. 


No.  45.    JESUS,  STILL  LEAD  ON. 

p — 120.  "They  forsook  all,  and  followed  him." 


F.  C.  Maker. 
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1.  Jesus,  still  lead  on,  Till  our  rest  he  won  ;  And.  al-tho'  the  way  he  cheerless, 

2.  If  the  way  he  drear,  If  the  foe  he  near,  Let  not  faithless  fears  o'ertake  us, 
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We  will  follow, calm  and  fearless;  Guide  fis by  thy  hand  To  our  Fa-ther-land. 
Let  not  faith  and  hope  forsake  us;  For  thro'  many  a  foe    To  our  home  we   go. 


When  we  seek  relief 

From  a  long-felt  grief, 
When  oppressed  by  new  temptations, 
Lord,  increase  and  perfect  patience  ; 

Show  us  that  brighi  shore 

Where  we  weep  no  more. 


Jesus,  still  lead  on. 

Till  our  rest  he  won  ; 

Heavenly  leader,  still  direct  us, 
Still  support,  console,  protect  us, 

Till  we  safely  stand 

In  our  Fatherland. 


PRAYER  AND  SUPPLICATION. 

No.  46.  JESUS,  MEEK  AND  GENTLE. 
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G.  R.  Prynne.     J— 72. 

Rev.  II.  A.  Crosbie. 
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1.  Je    -    sus,      meek    and     gen    -  tie, 
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Pi  -    tying,    lov    -   ing 
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Sav    -     iour. 


Hear    thy    chil-dren's  cry; 
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2  Give  us  holy  freedom, 

Fill  our  hearts  with  love  ; 
Draw  us,  holy  Jesus. 

To  the  realms  above. 
Lead  us  on  our  journey, 

Be  thyself  the  Way," 
Through  terrestrial  darkness, 

To  celestial  day. 
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3  Jesus,  meek  and  gentle, 

Son  of  God  most  high. 
Pitying,  loving  Saviour, 

Hear  thy  children's  cry. 
Pardon  our  offences, 

Loose  our  captive  chains, 
Break  down  every  idol 

Which  our  soul  detains. 
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PRAYER    AND    SUPPLICATION. 


No.  47.  THINE  FOREVER,  GOD  OF  LOTE. 


'And  they  shall  be  mine,  saith  the  Lord  of  Hosts,  in  that 
M.  H.  Maude.    J— 100. 

1.  Thine  for  -  ev  -  er  !    God  of    love, 
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day  iWie/i  I  make  up  my  jewels." — Mal.  3.  17. 
W.  Haynes. 

-«— F* — « — g— 


Hear 


__i — 


ns  from  thy  throne  a  -  hove  ; 
■#-     -»-     -#-     iS>- 

— •— H 1 ■— - 


2  Thine  forever  !  Lord  of  life, 
Shield  ns  through  our  earthly  strife  ; 
Thou  the  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way, 
Guide  us  to  the  realms  of  day. 

3  Thine  forever !  oh,  how  hlest 
They  who  find  in  tliee  their  rest ! 
Saviour,  Guardian,  Heavenly  Friend, 
Oh,  defend  us  to  the  end. 


4  Thine  forever  !  Saviour,  keep 
Us,  thy  frail  and  trembling  sheep  ; 
Safe  alone  beneath  thy  care, 

Let  us  all  thy  goodness  share. 

5  Thine  forever  !  thou  our  Guide, 
All  our  wants  by  thee  supplied, 
All  our  sins  by  thee  forgiven, 

Lead  us,  Lord,  from  earth  to  heaven. 


No.  48.    LEAD,  KINDLY  LIGHT. 


Lead  thou  me  on  /'' 


C.  H.  Purday. 
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1    {  Lead,  kind-  ly  Light,    a  -  mid  th' encircling  gloom,  Lead  thou    me       on 

'  l   The   night  is    dark,    and     I     am    far  from  home,  Lead  thou    me       on 
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do  not  ask  to  see  The  distant  scene;  one  step  enough  forme. 
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2  I  was  not  ever  thus,  nor  prayed  that  thou 

Shouldst  lead  nie  on  ; 
I  loved  to  choose  and  see  my  path;  but  now 

Lead  thou  me  on  : 
I  loved  the  garish  day,  and,  spite  of  fears, 
Pride  ruled  ray  will.    Remember  not  past 

years. 
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3  So  long  thy  power  has  blessed  me,  sure 
Will  lead  me  on  [it  still 

O'er  moor  and  fen, o'er  crag  and  torrent, till 
The  night  is  gone  ; 

And  with  the  morn  those  angel  faces  smile 

Which  I  have  loved  long  since,  and  lost 
awhile  ! 


PRAYER    AND     SUPPLICATION. 

No.  49.    GO  WHEN  THE  MORNING  SHINETH. 
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"Pray  to  thy  Fattier,  which  is  in  secret." — Matt.  6.  6. 


Mrs.  Simpson. 
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1.    Go  when  the  morning     shin   -   eth,  Go  when  the  noon  is    bright,    Go 
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Do      thou       in  se    -    cret  pray. 


2  Remember  ail  who  love  thee, 

All  who  are  loved  by  thee  ; 
Pray,  too,  for  those  who  hate  thee, 

If  any  such  there  be  ; 
Then  for  thyself  in  meekness 

A  blessing  humbly  claim. 
And  link  with  each  petition 

Thy  great  Redeemer's  name. 


3  Or,  if  'tis  e'er  denied  thee 

In  solitude  to  pray, 
Should  holy  thoughts  come  o'er  thee, 

When  friends  are  round  thy  way  ; 
E'en  then  the  silent  breathing 

Of  thy  spirit  raised  above, 
May  reach  his  throne  of  glory, 

Who  is  Mercy,  Truth  and  Love. 
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PRAYKR    AND    SUPPLICATION. 


No.  50.    SHEPHERD  OF  THOSE  SUNLIT  MOUNTAINS. 


" Return  unto  the  Lord  thy  God. 


W.  P.  Balfern. 
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feed      and     guide      us, 
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3  From  thy  love  like  sheep  we  wander, 
We  have  erred  from  thy  way  ; 
Let  thy  loving  voice  reclaim  us, 
Never  let  us  from  thee  stray. 
Cho.   Let  thy  loving  voice  reclaim  us, 
Never' let  us  from  thee  stray. 


-p- 


i  Thou  didst  give  thy  life  to  save  us, 
Loving  Shepherd  of  thy  sheep  ; 
To  thy  fold  again  restore  us, 
All  our  hearts  now  claim  and  keep. 
Cho.  Let  thy  loving  voice  reclaim  us 
Never' let  us  from  thee  stray. 


PRAYER     AND    SUPPLICATION. 
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No.  51.    0  LAMB  OF  GOD  MOST  HOLY. 


"Behold  the  Lamb  of  God." 


W.  P.  Balfekx 


H.  Lahee. 
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of     God    most  lio    -    ly,      All   free   from  spot    and  stain ! 
of     God    most  ho    -    ly  !     !So  great,  and     yet     so  meek, 
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Oh,  help     ns     now     to     seek 
May  we,   when  pride    al  -  lures 


thee,  And  sing    thy  praise    a  -  gain, 
us,     Thy  low  -  ly     spir  -  it   seek. 


3  O  Lamb  of  God  most  gentle  ! 
And  yet  so  good  and  true, 
May  we,  when  passion  tempts  us, 
Thy  gentleness  pursue. 


•i  O  Lamb  of  God  most  lovely  ! 
To  thee  our  faith  would 'flee 
Reveal  to  us  thy  beauty, 
And  win  our  hearts  to  thee. 


No.  52.    0  GENTLE  SAVIOUR. 


T.  R.  Birks.    J— 100. 


Arthur  Si'llivan, 
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iour,    from     thy    throne     on       high 
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Look      down      in 


love, 


and 


hear 


hum 
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ble 


cry. 
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2  Go  where  we  go,  abide  where  we  abid>,    3  Oh,  lead  us  daily  with  thine  eye  of  love, 
In  lite,  in  death,  our  comfort,  strength:     And    bring    us    safely    to    our    home 
and  guide.  above. 
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PRAYER   AND   SUPPLICATION. 


No.  53.    LORD,  THY  CHILDREN  GUIDE  AND  KEEP. 


W.  W.  How.  J— 126. 
Con  mo  to. 


'  Thou  wilt  shew  me  the  way  of  life. 


J.  Walch. 


1.  Lord,  thy  chil-dren  guide  and    keep,   As    with     fee  -  ble  steps  they  press, 

2.  There  are  sand  -  y  wastes  that     lie    Cold  and     sun  -  less,  vast  and  drear, 
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On     the     path-  way  rough  and  steep,  Thro'  this    wea  -  ry      wil-der-ness. 
Where  the       fee  -  ble    faint  and  die  ;  Grant   us    grace     to      per-  se  -  vere. 
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Ho  -  ly     Je  -  sus,     day  by      day,        Lead     us      in      the     nar-rowway. 

Ho  -  ly     Je  -  sus,     day  by      day,        Lead     us       in      the      nar  -  row  way. 
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3  There  are  soft  and  flowery  glades 
Decked  with  golden-fruited  trees, 
Sunny  slopes  and  scented  shades  : 

Keep  us,  Lord,  from  slothful  ease. 
Holy  Jesus,  day  by  day, 
Lead  us  in  the  narrow  way. 


4  Upward  still  to  purer  heights, 

Onward  yet  to  scenes  more  blest, 
('aimer  regions,  clearer  lights, 

Till  we  reach  the  promised  rest. 
Holy  Jesus,  day  by  day, 
Lead  us  in  the  narrow  way. 


PRAYER     AND    SUPPLICATION. 


45 


No.  54.    MIGHTY  GOD,  ENTHRONED  ON  HIGH. 


J.  Saunders. 

With  expression. 

SIZ r±_  ^ 0 L^, 0 — L^ €_. 

1.  Migh-ty    God,   enthron'd  on 


dim. 


A.  1".  Payne. 
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high, 

HI 


to 


thee    once  more  we    cry  ; 
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Ere  this  ho 


day  pass  bj 
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Oh,  hear  our  prayer ! 


A    -    men. 
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2  Fountain  of  Eternal  Love, 
Let  thy  Spirit,  like  a  dove, 
Kest  upon  us  from  above. 

Oh,  hear  our  prayer  ! 

3  Source  of  uncreated  Light, 
Grant  that  ever  in  thy  sight 

We  may  shine  so  passing  bright, 
As  angels  fair. 


•i  God,  our  Father,  may  we  be 
Heirs  with  Christ  eternally, 
Through  his  death  on  Calvary, 
Our  guilt  to  bear. 

5.  God  eternal,  Three  in  One, 
Everlasting  praise  he  done 
Unto  thee,  and  Christ,  thy  Son, 
And  Ilolv  Ghost.     Amen. 


No.  55.  0  THOU  FROM  WHOM  ALL  GOODNESS  FLOWS. 


Thomas  Haiveis. 
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J.  P.  Jewson. 
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1.  O  thou  from  whom  all 

2.  If,    for     thy  sake,  up 

m     -iS-     -<s>- 
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ood-ness  flow-. 
on      my    name 
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I      lift    my  soul     to     thee  ; 
Reproach  and  shame  shall  be, 


-I i r~ 

_p_p  a/ic7  slotoer. 
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all    my    sor  -rows,  con  -  flicts.  woes,  Dear  Lord,  re  -  mem  -  ber 
hail    reproach,  and  wel- come  shame,    If     thou  re -mem -ber 


me. 
me. 


t— t 

3  When,  in  the  solemn  hour  of  death,  4  And  when  before  thy  throne  I  stand, 

I  wait  thy  justdecree,  And  lift  my  soul  to  thee, 

Saviour,  with  my  last  parting  breath,  Then,  with  the  saints  at  thy  right  hand, 

I'll  cry,  "Remember  me."  O  Lord,  remember  me. 
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PRAYER     AND    SUPPLICATION. 

ISo.  56.    JESUS,  SUN  OF  RIGHTEOUSNESS. 


"My  voice  shall  thou  hear  in  lite  morning,  O  Lord." 


Von  Rosexivortii.    ^—112. 


G.  A.  Macfaeren. 


1.  Je  -  sus,  Sun    of  right  - eous-ness,  Brightest    beam    of    love      di-vine, 

2.  As    on  drooping  herb    and  tiow'r  Falls    the     soft      re  -  fresh  -ing  dew, 
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With    the      ear  -   ly  morning  rays,        Do  thou  on    our  dark-ness   shine, 
Let     thy    Spir  -  it's  grace  and  pow'r    All    our  wea-ry  souls    re -new; 


t=^~t^- 
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And      dis    -    pel        with       pur    -    est       light  All  .  .  .     our  night. 

Show'rs    of       bless  -    ing  o    -     ver        all  Soft       -      ly     fall. 
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3  O  our  only  Tlope  and  Guide, 
Never  leave  us,  nor  forsake  ; 

Keep  us  ever  at  thy  side 
Till  the  eternal  morning  break  ; 

Moving  on  to  /ion's  hill, 
Homeward  still. 


Lead  us  all  our  days  and  years 
In  thy  strait  and'  narrow  way  ; 

Lead  us  through  the  vale  of  tears 
To  the  land  of  perfect  day, 

Where  thy  people,  fully  blest, 
Safely  rest. 


PRAYER  AND  SUPPLICATION. 
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No.  57.  COME,  LORD,  AND  TARRY  NOT. 


HORATIUS  BONAR.     J— 96. 


tt 


C.  E.  Kettle. 


1.  Come,  Lord  !  and 

2.  Come,    for 

j£_fe_ 
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tar    -    ry      not ;      Bring  the 
thy  saints    still    wait ;      Dai  -  ly 
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long-looked  -  for      day  ; 
as  -  cends    their  sigh ; 
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Oh  !  why  these  years  of  wait  -  ing  here,   These    a  -  ges 
The  Spir  -  it     and    the  Bride  say,  come  !  Dost   thou    not 


Of 

hear 

-(2- 


3  Come,  and  make  all  things  new, 
Build  up  this  rained  earth, 
Restore  our  faded  paradise, — 
Creation's  second  birth. 


4  Come,  and  begin  thy  reign 
Of  everlasting  peace  ; 
Come,  take  the  kingdom  to  thyself, 
Great  King  of  righteousness. 


No.  58.    MY  GOD,  IS  ANY  HOUR  SO  SWEET. 


C.  Elliott. 


"27ie  hour  of  prayer." 
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R.  R.  Chope. 
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1.  My  God,     is        a    -   ny  hour     so    sweet,    From  blush  of  morn    to 
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that  which  calls  me    to    thy  feet 
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2  Then  is  my  strength  by  thee  renewed  ; 

Then  are  my  sins  by  thee  forgiven; 
Then  dost  thou  cheer  my  solitude 
With  hopes  of  heaven. 

3  No  words  can  tell  what  blest  relief 

There  for  my  every  want  I  find  ; 
What  strength  for  warf  are,balm  for  grief ; 
What  peace  of  mind. 


-The  hour  of   prayer 


m 


4  Hushed  is  each  doubt ;  gone  every  fear, 

My  spirit  seems  in  heaven  to  stay  ; 
And  e'en  the  penitential  tear 
Is  wiped  away. 

5  Lord,  till  I  reach  yon  blissful  shore, 

No  privilege  so  dear  shall  be, 
As  thus  my  inmost  soul  to  pour 
In  prayer  to  thee. 
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PRAYER     AND    SUPPLICATION. 


No.  59.  FAR  FROM  MY  HEAVENLY  HOME. 


H.  F.  Lyte. 


"We  wept  when  we  remembered  Zion." 


G.  Lomas. 
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*—Y-e>— 


=f 


1.  Far  from    my    heav'n  -  ]y     home,       Far   from     my     Fa  -  ther's  breast, 

2.  Up  -  on     the     wil  -   lows    long  My    harp     has      si   -    lent  hung ; 
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Faint-ing,    I 
How  should  I 
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cry,  blest  Spir  -  it,    come, 
sing      a    cheer -ful    song, 
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3  To  thee,  to  thee  1  press, 

A  dark  and  toilsome  road  ; 
When  shall  1  pass  the  wilderness 
And  reach  the  saint's  abode  ? 


And  speed  me     to      my     rest. 
Till  thou    in  -  spire  my   tongue  ? 

=l=El=-c:=Eg— C=Ezt==:H 


&  God  of  my  life,  be  near  : 
On  thee  my  hopes  I  cast : 
Oh,  guide  me  through  the  desert  here, 
And  brine;  me  home  at  last. 


No.  60.    HOLY  FATHER,  HEAR  MY  CRY. 


-A: 1 0-1-0 m 1— — I m—\-^A—~A — I \  —  \-^\ \-\-0 — m 1 — I — 1 -I 
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Ho  -  ly  Fa  -  ther  !  hear  my  cry ; 
Fa  -  ther  !  save  me  from  my  sin  ; 
■ts> 


Ho  -  ly    Sav  -  iour,  bend  thine  ear  ; 
Sav-iour  !  I      thy  mer  -  cy  crave  ; 
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Ho  -  ly    Spiv 

Gra  -  cious  Spir 
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it !   come  thou  nigh  ; 
it !  make  me  clean 


-&- 
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Fa-  ther  !  Sav  -  iour  !  Spir  -  it !  hear. 

Fa-  ther  !  Son  !  and     Spir  -  it !  save. 


3  Father!  let  me  taste  thy  love  : 

Saviour  !  lill  my  soul  with  peace; 
Spirit !  come  my  heart  to  move  : 
Father  !  Son  !  and  Spirit  !  bless. 


4  Father  !  Son  !  and  Spirit  !— thou 

(  me  Jehovah  !  shed  abroad 

All  thy  grace  within  me  now  ; 

Be  my  Father  and  my  God. 


CHRIST ADVENT CHRISTMAS. 
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No.  61.    IN  THE  WINTRY  HEAVEN. 


-132. 


"I  rejoiced  with  exceeding  great  joy. " 


Henry  John  Gauntlett. 

_4 ^ 


1.  In  the  wintry  heav- en  Shines  a  wondrous  star  ;    In  the  East  the  wise  men 

2.  O'er  the  dusty  highway,    O'er  the  deserts  drear,From  the  East  the  wise  men 


-f— i- 
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Watched  it  from   a  -  far  :  Asking,  "What  this  lus-tre,      So     unearth  -ly  bright?" 
Watch  it    shin-ing  clear  ;  Asking"Shall  we    lol-low     In    this  starlight  way?" 

-•-       -0-  I  „  •*-       -P*-       -0-       -0-        -&■ 
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CHORUS. 
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/I 
Answering, "Christ  in  glo-ry,  Comes  to  earth  to-night."   In  the  wintry  hear -en 

Answering, "Yes, 'twill  lead  us      To    the    per-fectday. 


In  the  wintry  heav-en 
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Shines   a    wondrous  star  ;  In    the  East  the  wise  men  Watch'd  it  from   a  -  far. 
Shines   a    wondrous  star  ;  In    the  East  the  wise  men  Watch'd  it  from   a  -  far. 
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3  In  a  lowly  manger. 

Lies  an  In  Cant  weak  ; 
Is  it  he  whom  wise  men 

Come  so  far  to  seek  ? 
Asking,  "Where  the  Monarch? 

Where  Judea's  King?" 
Saying,  "Gifts  and  worship 

To  his  throne  we  bring."— Cho. 


I h- 

4  In  our  hearts,  we  children, 

See  this  star  once  more  ; 
Not  as  wise  man  saw  it, 

In  the  days  of  yore  ; 
Asking.  "May  we  brine  him 

Childhood's  love  to-day?" 
Answering,  "Come,  dear*  children, 

Jesus  says  we  may."— Cho. 
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CHRIST — ADVENT — CHRISTMAS. 

No.  62.    APPROACH,  ALL  YE  FAITHFUL. 


"Let  us  now  go  even  unto  Bethlehem." 


J.  Barnby. 

Q4- 
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1,     Approach,  all    ye  faitli-ful,  Joy-ful  and  tri  -  umphant ;  Oh,  come  ye,  Oh, 
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come    ye     to    Beth  -  le  -  hem  ;    See     in     a    man  -  ger  The  Monarch  of 
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An  -  gels  :  Oh,  come,  let      us        a  -  dore     him,  Oh,  come,let       ns 
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dore  him,  Oh,  come,  let   us      a 
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dore     him,  Christ,  the    Lord.      A  -  men. 
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2  Oh,  sins  hallelujah, 

Ye  bright  choirs  of  angels, 
Oh,  fill  all  the  courts  of  the  heav'ns  with 
Sing  ye  "All  glory  [song; 

To  God  in  the  highest ;" 
Oh,  come,  let  us  adore  him, 
Oh,  come,  let  us  adore  him, 
Oh,  come,  let  us  adore  him,  Christ,  the 
Lord. 


mm 


3  Oh,  hail,  Lord  Incarnate, 
Son  of  God  the  Father, 
Who,  Born  of  the  Virgin,  the  Word  made 
Glory  and  honor  [Flesh  ; 

Give  we  thee,  O  Jesus  ; 
Oh,  come,  let  us  adore  him, 
Oh,  come,  let  us  adore  him. 
Oh,  come,  let  us  adore  him,  Christ,  the 
Lord.     Amen. 


CHRIST — ADVKNT — CHRISTMAS 
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No.  63.    REJOICE,  FOR  CHRIST  WAS  BORN  TO-DAY. 

Mrs.  E.  A.  Severance.    J—  1G0.  J.  P.  Dunman. 

Allegretto.  Solo,  or  Girls  only.  All. 
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2  The  angel  came  to  sing  his  birth, 

Hallelujah  !  hallelujah  ! 
And  hail  the  reign  of  peace  on  earth, 
Hallelujah!  hallelujah  ! 

Do  vs. 

3  "Fear  not,"  he  said,  "I  came  to  tell," 

Hallelujah  !  halllelujah  ! 

"A  Saviour  born,  Inimaiiuel," 

Hallelujah  !  hallelujah  ! 

4  Then,  suddenly,  a  shining  throng, 

Hallelujah  !   hallelujah  ! 
In  sweetest  notes  joined  in  the  song, 
Hallelujah  !  hallelujah! 

Giri.s. 

5  And  glory  sang  to  God  most  high, 

Hallelujah  !  hallelujah  !  [nigh, 

Good-will  to  men  and  peace  brought 
Hallelujah  !  hallelujah ! 


6  The   shepherds   wondering,   heard    the 

Hallelujah  !  hallelujah  !  [strains. 

While  flocks  they  kept  on  Bethlehem's 

Hallelujah  !   hallelujah  !        [plains. 

Boys. 

7  In  haste  they  sought  the  Babe, and  found. 

Hallelujah  !  hallelujah  ! 
Then  spread  the  joyful  tidings  round, 
Hallelujah  !  hallelujah  ! 

8  Though  ages  long  have  rolled  away, 

Hallelujah  !  hallelujah  ! 
To  us  Christ  conies  each  Christmas  day, 
Hallelujah!  hallelujah  ! 

Ai.i.. 

9  And,  year  by  year,  we  gladly  sing, 

Hallelujah  !  hallelujah  ! 
A  Saviour  born— our  heavenly  King, 
Hallelujah  !  hallelujah  ! 
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CHRIST ADVENT CHRISTMAS. 


No.  64.    HE  CAME  TO  TELL  THE  FATHER'S  LOVE. 


Well  marked.  J— 112.  Girl' s  voices  in  unison. 


Albert  Randegoep- 
Arranged  by  Alfred  Arthur. 
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Majestic 


1.  Now  let    us    sing  the    an  -  gel's  song,  That 

2.  He  came  to     tell  the    Fa-  ther's  love,   His 

3.  He  came  to  bring  the  wea  -  ry     ones  True 


f  staccato. 
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rang  so  sweet  and  clear  ; 
goodness,  truth  and  grace  ; 
peace  and  per- feet  rest; 
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When  heav'nly  light  and  mu-sic  fell  On 
To  show  the  brightness  of  hissmile,The 
To     take    a  -  way   the  guilt  and  sin,  Which 
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mf  Duet,  Sop.  and  Alto. 
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earth-ly    eye    and    ear. 
glo  -  ry     of     his    face, 
darkened  and  dis- tressed. 


To  him  we  sing,  our  Saviour  King, Who 
With  his  own  light,  so  full  and  bright,  The 
That  great  and  small  might  hear  his  call,  And 


CHRIST ADVENT CHRISTMAS. 

CHORUS. 


53 


^    I         f»<-rj=-r-r-j H  ~ +-ral=M— ^ 


_| » 1 »-  _4___, 1 1 1 — rsj — -v    I ,— i 1 a-. 


al  -  ways  deigns  to     hear, 
shades  of  death    to     chase, 
all      in  him     he    hlessed. 


a 

Glo  -  ry 
Glo  -  ry 
Glo  -  ry 


to 
to 
to 


God,  and  peace  on  earth. 
God,  and  peace  on  earth. 
God,    and  peace  on     earth. 
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No.  65.    "UNTO  US  A  CHILD  18  BORN." 


Geriiardt,  tr.  by  G 
Very  spirited 


WlNKWOBTH.  J— 12i>. 


R.  I».  Jefferson. 
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3  Hark  !  a  voice  from  yonder  manger, 
Sof^  and  sweet,  doth  entreat — 
Flee  from  woe  and  danger  ; 
Brethren,  come  from  all  that  grieves  you,  I 
You  arc  freed  ;  all  you  need 
Here  your  Saviour  gives  you.  I 


f 1 |"-lt-    - 

4  Come,  then,  let  us  hasten  yonder  ; 
Here  let  all,  greal  and  small, 
Kneel  in  awe  and  wonder. 
Love  him  who  with  love  is  yearning  ; 
Hail  the  Star,  that  from  far, 
Bright  with  hope  is  burning. 
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No.  66.    SING,  SING  FOR  JOY. 

Mrs.  E.  A.  Severance.    J— 126. 


on  Christmas  morn  !  And  hail  this    hap  -  py  day, 
on  Christmas  morn  !  And  praise  with  joy  -fill  sound  ! 
on  Christmas  morn  !  The  sto  -  ry    ne'er  grows  old, 
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When  our  blest  Saviour,  Christ,  was  horn,  And    in       a       man 
As  shepherds  came,  the  news    to    hear,  Then  spread  the    tid  - 
With  each  glad  Cluistmas  day's  re  -turn  More  joy  -  ful   -  ly 
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ger  lay ; 
ings  round 
'tis      told  ; 
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An -gels, with  joy,    announced  his  birth,  And   sang     in    sweet  -  est  strain, 
Children  should  now  take  up     the  strain,  And    tell    the      sto  -   ry     o'er, 
W  Idle  end  -less    a   -   ges   roll       a-  way,    An  -  gels   and  saints  shall  sing, 
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'Glo  -  ry  to  God,  and  peace  on  earth,  Good-will  henceforth  to  men." 
And  let  heav'ns  ring  with  it  a  -  gain,  And  reach  earth's  farthest  shore  ! 
Tha'   Je  -  sus  came   on   Christ-mas  day,     On  earth  good -will    to    bring. 
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Sing,  si:ig  for  joy  on  Christinas  morn  !  And  hail  this  happy,  happy  Christmas  morn  L 
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Hail, 


SING,  SING  FOR  JOY— Concluded. 

hail    the     hap  -  py    Christ  -         -         mas 


i^nm 


Hail, 
Hail 


hail    the     hap  -  py,    hap  -  py,      hap  -  py    Christ-mas  morn, 
the     hap        -       py  Christ  -  -  mas         morn. 
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Hail,    hail,    hail, 


hail. 


hail     the      hap  -  py    Christ-mas  morn. 


No.  67.    THOU,  HOLY  JESUS,  MEEK  AND  MILD. 


Carl  Reixicke. 
Arranged  bv  Alfked  Arthur. 


E.  M.  Arndt.    J— 132. 
Con  moto.  Sopranos  and  Altos. 

■ L2 Zl m Lff_ 


1.  Thou,  ho  -  ly      Je-sus,  meek  and  mild, Wast  horn  to-day.  a        lit  -  tie  child. 

2.  Tho'  I'm  lint   lit  -  tie,  hless  me  still,  And  guard  my  path  from  ev  -  'ry   ill. 
:?.  That     I    may    be    an    an  -  gel,  too,  And  on  -   ly  seek  thy   will    to    do. 
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CHORUS. 


So       ev  -  'ry  -  where,  both  far      and    near.    This    day  brings  eh il 
Bathed  in      the  heav'n  -  ly    foun  -  tain  clear,  Make   my      soul   clean 


dren 

thou 

Grant   me    but     this,   Dear  Sav  -  iour  mine,     To     keep    me      hum  -  hie 
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ma-ny  cheer.    Thou,  gen  -  tie  Je  - 

Sav-iour  dear.   Thou,  yen  -  tie  Je  - 

make  me  thine.  Thou,  gen  -  tie  Je  - 
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sus,  ho  -  ly 
sus,  ho  -  ly 
sus,    ho    -  ly 


and  mild. 
and  mild. 
and     mild. 
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CHRIST — ADVENT — CHRISTMAS. 


No.  68.  THE  CHRISTMAS  BELLS  ARE  RINGING. 

-112.  Words  and  Music  by  Alfred  H.  Miles. 
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1.  The  Christ-mas  bells  are  ring-  ing — How  sweetly    do  they  chime!  Like 

2.  How  slear  their  sound  when  sweetly    They  grace  the  Sabbath  day,       In- 
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glad  an  -  gels  sing  -  ing     At 
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the      first  Christmas    time 
nite      to   praise  and  pray 
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let     us    join  their  prais  -   ing,    And  swell,  with  sweet  ac  -  cord,     The 
let     us    heed  their  ring    -    ing,    And  joy  -  ful  -    ly      re  -  pair      To 
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songs    the    bells    are 
God's  own    tern  -  pie 
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ing     To     Je  -   sus  Christ,  the    Lord  ! 
ing  Glad  hymns  of  praise  and  prayer. 
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3  How  glad  their  sound  when  brightly, 

They  swell  the  marriage  lay, 
When  hearts  are  beating  lightly 

And  everything  is  nay  ; 
Oh,  may  their  tuneful  greeting 

Lead  us  in  thought,  at  least, 
To  yonder  joyful  meeting 

At  the  great  marriage  feast. 


•i  And  may  their  music  ever 

Remind  us  as  they  ring, 
Of  songs  that  falter  never 

Where  angel  voices  sing  ; 
And  may  our  songs  ascending 

Sound"  where  their  music  swells, 
In  joyous  anthems  blending 

With  angels'  songs  and  bells 
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Doddridge. 
Con  moto 


No.  69.    HARK!  THE  GLAD  SOUND. 

"He  hath  visited  and  redeemed  his  people." 


G.  Baker. 


1.  Hark  !  the  glad  sound  !  the    Sav  -  iour  comes,  The  Sav  -  iour    prom-ised  Ions 

2.  He  conies  the    prisoners      to      re  -  lease    In    Sa  -  tan's  bond -age  held 
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Let 
The 


ev  -  'ry  heart  pre-pare      a  throne.  And    ev 
gates  of  brass    be  -  fore  him  burst,  The      i 


ry    voice     a    song. 

ron     fet  -  ters  vield. 
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He  conies  the  broken  heart  to  bind, 
The  bleeding  soul  to  cure  ; 

And,  with  the  treasures  of  his  grace, 
To  enrich  the  humble  soul. 


i  Our  glad  hosannas,  Prince  of  Peace, 
Thy  welcome  shall  proclaim  ; 
And  heaven's  eternal  arches  ring 
With  thy  beloved  name. 


No.  70.     RIDE  ON!  RIDE  ON  IN  MAJESTY! 


'And  the  multitudes  that  xvent  before,  and  that followt 

MlLMAN.      ff — 120. 
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1.  Pide  on,     ride  on      in    ma  -  jes-ty  !  Hark!  all 


■(/,  saying,  Jlosanna  to  the  Son  of  David." 
C.  J.  Vincent,  Jr. 
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the  tribes  ho  -  san  -  na  cry 
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Pide  on  !  ride  on  in  majesty  ! 
In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die  ; 
O  Christ,  thy  triumphs  now  begin 

O'er  captive  death  and  conquered  sin. 

mfZ  Pide  on  !  ride  on  in  majesty  ! 
The  angel  armies  of  the  sky 
Look  down  with  sad  and  wondering 
To  see  the  approaching  sacrifice,   [eyes 


Pide  on  !  ride  on  in  majesty  ! 
The  last  and  fiercest  strife  is  nigh  ; 
The  Father,  on  his  sapphire  throne, 
Awaits  his  own  anointed  Son. 

Pide  on  !  ride  on  in  majesty  ! 
In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die  ; 
Low  thy  meek  head  to  mortal  pain  ; 
Then  take,0  God, thy  power, and  reign. 
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No.  71.    HAIL  THE  DAY  THAT  SEES  HIM  RISE. 


C.  Wesley.    J— 126. 

Soprano  Voices. 
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CHORUS. 


Arthur  Browx. 
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1.  Hail    tlie  day    that    sees    him    rise. 

2.  There  for  him    high    tri  -  umph  wait 
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To      his  throne  a  -  hove  the    skies  ; 
Lift  jour  heads,  e    -    ter  -  rial    gates  ; 
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Christ,  the  Lamh  for      sin  -  ners  slain  ; 
O  -    pen  wide  :  He       en  -  ters      in, 
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CHORUS. 
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En  -  ters  now    the    liigh  -  est  heav'n  ;     Hal 
Con  -  quer  -  or      of     death  and    sin  ;        Hal 


le    -    lu 
le    -    lu 


3: 

jah  ! 
jah  ! 
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m/3Lo  the  heaven  its  Lord  receives, 
Yet  he  loves  the  earth  he  leaves  : 
Though  returning  to  his  throne, 
Still  he  calls  mankind  his  own. 

4  See,  he  lifts  his  hands  ahove  ; 
See,  he  shows  the  prints  of  love  : 
Hark  !  his  gracious  lips  bestow 
Blessings  on  his  Church  below. 


T 


o  Still  for  us  he  intercedes  ; 
His  prevailing  death  he  pleads  : 
Near  himself  prepares  our  place, 
He,  the  first  fruits  of  our  race. 

p  6  Lord,  though  parted  from  our  sight, 
Far  above  the  starry  height, 
Grant  our  hearts  may  thither  rise, 
Seeking  thee  above  the  skies. 


CHRIST EASTER. 
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No.  72.  LIFT  YOUR  GLAD  VOICES  IN  TRIUMPH  ON  HIGH. 


5-1 00. 

Allegretto. 


1  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed. 


W.    C.    FlLBY. 
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1.  Lift  your  glad  voices    in     triumph  on  high,  For   Je  -  sus  hath  ris  -  en  and 

2.  Glo-ry  to    God    in  full    anthems  of    joy;  The    be  -  ing    he    gave  us  death 
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man  shall  not        die  ;      Yain  were  the  terrors  that  gathered  around  him,  And 
can  -  not    de    -  stroy  ;     Sad  were  the  life  we  may  "part  with  to-nior-row,    If 
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CHOTtUS. 
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short  the  dominion  of  death  and  the  grave :  He  burst  from  the  fetters  of  darkness  that 
weeping  our  birthright  and  death  were  our  end:  But  Jesus  hath  cheer 'd  the  dark  valley  of 
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bound  him,  Re -splendent  in     glo-ry   to    live   and   to    save!    Loud   was   the 
sor  -  row,  And  bade  us  im  -mor-tal  to  heav  -  en    as  -  rend  :     Lift,  then,  your 
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cho-rus  of  angels  on  high, — The  Saviour  hath  ris  -en,  and  man  shall  not  die. 
voic-es  in  triumph  on  high,     For  Je  -sus  hath  ris -en.  and  man  shall  not  die. 
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CHRIST — EASTER. 


No.  73.    COME,  YE  FAITHFUL,  RAISE  THE  STRAIN. 

"This  is  a  day  of  good  tidings." 
J.  M.  Neale.    J— 72.  Arthur  S.  Sullivan. 

Stately.  ^  .  | 


l^llfill 


/l.  Come,  ye     faith -ful,   raise   the    strain  Of      tri  -   urn  -  pliant  glad  -  ness  ; 
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God    hath  brought  his    Is 
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In  -  to      joy     from     sad  -  ness ; 
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Loosed  from    Pharaoh's    bit-  ter    yoke      Ja  -  cob's    sons  and  daugh-ters; 
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Led    them    with  un 
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moistened    foot  Thro'  the     Eed    Sea 
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wf  2  'Tis  the  Spring  of  souls  to-day  : 

Christ  hath  burst  his  prison, 
And  from  three  days'  sleep  in  death 

As  the  sun  hath  risen  : 
All  the  Winter  of  our  sins, 

Long  and  dark,  is  Hying 
From  his  Light,  to  whom  we  give 

Laud  and  praise  undying. 


3  Now  the  queen  of  seasons,  bright 

With  the  day  of  splendor, 
With  the  royal  feast  of   leasts 

( tomes  its  joy  to  render  , 
Comes  to  glad  Jerusalem, 

Which,  with  true  affection, 
Welcomes  in  unwearied  strains 

Jesus'  resurrection. 
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No.  U.    HE  IS  RISEN,  HE  IS  RISEN. 
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'He  is  ri-se/i,  as  fie  said/' 


Edwin  Moss. 
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/ 1.  He         is       ris  -  en,      he 
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has      hurst      his      three    days'      pris  -  on 
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2  He  is  risen,  he  is  risen  ; 

He  hath  opened  heaven's  gate  : 
We  are  free  from  sin's  dark  prison, 

Risen  to  a  holier  state. 
Soon  a  blighter  Easter  beam 
On  our  longing  eyes  shall  stream. 


m/3  Triune  God,  let  all  adore  thee, 

Saints  on  earth  and  saints  in  heaven  ; 
Every  creature  how  before  thee, 

Who  hast  all  their  being  given  : 
Who  by  grace  dost  us  restore, 
Praise  to  thee  for  evermore. 
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No.  75.    AWAKE,  GLAD  SOUL!  AWAKE! 


MONSEL.      J— 76 

Allegretto.      ,. 
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'  Awake,  psaltery  and  harp  :  I  myself  wilt  awake  early." 


W.  A.  Smith. 
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A -wake,  glad  soul  !  a  -  wake,  a  -  wake  !  Thy  Lord  hath  lis 
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his  grave,  and  with  thee  take  Both  tune-ful  heart  and 
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Where  life    is     wak-ing    all      around, Where love'ssweetvoic-es       sing, 
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The  first  bright  hlos-som  may     be  found  Of     an      e  -  ter  -  nal  Spring. 
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2  The  shade  and  gloom  of  life  are  fled 

This  resurrection  day  ; 
Henceforth  in  Christ  are  no  more  dead, 

The  grave  hath  no  more  prey  : 
In  Christ  we  live,  in  Christ  we  sleep, 

In  Christ  we  wake  ami  rise  ; 
And  the  sad  tears  death  makes  us  weep, 

He  wipes  from  all  our  eyes. 


Then  wake,  glad  heart !  awake,  awake 

And  seek  thy  risen  Lord, 
Joy  in  his  resurrection  take 

And  comfort  in  his  Word  : 
And  let  thy  life,  through  all  its  ways, 

One  long  thanksgiving  be, 
Its  theme  of  joy,  its  song  of  praise, 

"Christ  died  and  rose  for  me." 


CHRIST — EASTER.  63 

No.  76.  "THE  YICTORY  OF  LIFE  IS  WON." 

"Oh,  sing  unto  the  Lord  a  new  song,  for  he  hath  done  marvelous  things.'''' 
Sung  at  the  beginning  only.    »'— 160.  Palestrina. 
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done  : 
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The    song     of       tri  -  umph    has 


be  -  gun,— Hal  -  le  -  lu    -    jah  ! 
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2  The  powers  of  death  have  done  their 

worst, 
But  Christ  their  legions  hath  dispersed  ; 
Let  shouts  of  holy  -joy  outburst,— 
Hallelujah! 

3  The  three  sad  days  have  quickly  sped  ; 
He  rises  glorious  from  the  dead  ; 

All  glory  to  our  risen  Head  ! 
Hallelujah  ! 


4  He  brake  the  age- bound  chains  of  hell  ; 
The  bars  from  heaven's  high  portals  fell ; 
Let  hymns  "f  praise  his  triumph  tell  ; 

Hallelujah  ! 

5  Lord, by  the  stripes  which  wounded  thee, 
From  death's  dread  sting  thy  servants 

free, 
That  we  may  live,  and  sing  to  thee 
Hallelujah ! 


64 


CHRIST — ASCENSIOA". 

No.  77.    GOLDEN  HARPS  AHE  SOUNDING. 


"He  ascended  up  on  high." 
F.  R.  Havergal.    ^ — 144. 
Very  cheerful. 
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H.  J.  Gauntlett. 
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1.  Gold-en  harps  are  sounding,  An -gel  voic-es    ring,  Pear-ly  gates  are  opened,— 
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Opened  for  the  King.  Christ,  the  King  of  glo  -  ry,     Je  -  sus,  King  of    love, 
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Is  gone  up    in     tri-umph  To  his  throne  a  -  bove.    All  his  work  is  end  -  ed, 
is>-    ■&-    -*-     '-     -0-    _^_ .    «     _      -0-  -<s>-    -f&- 


;  — y-S-- j== j- E:g=Es=z— »— *- 


i 


Joy-ful-ly    we    sing,  Je  -  sus  hath   as- cend-ed!  Glo-ry     to    our  King. 
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2  He  who  came  to  save  us, 

He  who  bled  and  died, 
Now  is  crowned  with  glory 

At  his  Father's  side  ; 
Never  more  to  suffer  ; 

Never  more  to  die  ; 
Jesus,  King  of  glory, 

Is  gone  up  on  high. — Chq. 


I     i     r 

3  Praying  for  his  children, 

In  that  blessed  place, 
Calling  them  to  glory, 

Sending  them  his  grace; 
His  bright  home  preparing, 

Little  ones,  for  you  ; 
Jesus  ever  liveth, 

Ever  loveth,  too.— Cho. 
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No.  78.  LOOK,  YE  SAINTS,  THE  SIGHT  IS  GLORIOUS. 


"  We  see  Jesus  crowned  with  glory." 

N     ^  _.      4 


Alfred  Arthur. 
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mfl.  Look,  ye  saints,  the    sight  is     glorious;  See  the"Man  of    Sor-rows"  now, 
2.  Crown  the  Sav-iour,  angels  !  crown  him  ;  Rich  the    trophies  Je  -  sus  brings  ; 
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From  tlie  fight    re  -  turned  vie  -  to  -  rious  :  Ev-'ry  knee     to     him  shall  bow. 
In     the  seat    of    pow'r  enthrone  him.  While  the  vault  of     heav  -  en  rings. 
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Crown  him,crownhim  ;  angels, crown  him:  Crowns  become  the     Victor's 
Crown  him, crown  him  ;  angels, crown  him:  Crown  the  Sav-iour    King  of 
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Crown  him, crown  him,  angels, crown  him;  Crowns  become  the  Yic  -  tor's  brow. 

Crown  him, crown  him,  angels,crown  him;  Crown  the  Saviour  King    of    kings. 
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3  Sinners  in  derision  crowned  him, 

Mocking  thus  the  Saviour's  claim  ; 
Saints  and  angels  crowd  around  him, 

Own  his  title,  praise  his  name. 
Crown  him,  crown  him,  angels,  crown  him; 

Spread  abroad  the  Victor's  fame  ; 
Crown  him,  crown  him,  angels,  crown  him; 

Spread  abroad  the  Victor's  fame. 


4  Hark,  those  bursts  of  acclamation  ! 

Hark,  those  loud  triumphant  chords  ! 
Jesus  takes  the  highest  station  : 

<  Hi,  what  joy  the  sight  a  fords  ! 
Crown  him,  crown  him,  angels,  crown  him; 

King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords ! 
Crown  him,  crown  him,  angels,  crown  him; 

King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords  ! 
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CHRIST. 

No.  79.    REJOICE,  ALL  YE  BELIEVERS. 


"Behold,  the  Bridegroom  cometh  :  go  ye  out  to  meet  him." 


Tr.  by  Jane  Borthwick.    J— 126. 
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C.  E.  Kettle. 
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1.  Ke-joice,  all      ye      be  -  liev  -  ers,    And    let     your  lights  ap-pear; 
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The  Bridegroom    is 
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ris   -   ing,  And  soon     he    draw  -  eth    nigh  ; 


Up  !  pray,  and  watch,  and    wres    -   tie,     At   mid -night  conies  the     cry. 
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See  that  your  lamps  are  burning, 

Replenish  them  with  oil ; 
And  wait  for  your  salvation, 

The  end  of  earthly  toil. 
The  watchers  on  the  mountain 

Proclaim  the  Bridegroom  near, 
Go,  meet  him  as  he  cometh, 

With  hallelujahs  clear. 


Our  hope  and  expectation, 

O  Jesus,  now  appear  ; 
Arise,  thou  Sun,  so  longed  for, 

O'er  this  benighted  sphere. 
With  hearts  and  hands  uplifted, 

We  plead,  O  Lord,  to  see 
The  day  of  earth's  redemption, 

That  brings  us  unto  thee  ! 


CHRIST — SECOND    COMING. 
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No.  80.  LO .  HE  COMES  WITH  CLOUDS  DESCENDING. 


in 


C.  Wesley.    , 
Con  mo  to. 


"Behold,  he  cometh  with  clouds. 


Henky  Smart. 
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1.  Lo  !       he      comes    with    clouds 

2.  Ev    -   'ry       eye      shall     then 
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3  Every  Island.  sea,  and   mountain, 
Heaven  and  earth  shall  flee  away  ; 
All  who  hate  him  must,  confounded, 

Hear  the  summons  of  that  day  ; 
Come  to  judgment,  come  to  judgment, 
Come  to  judgment,  come  away. 


4  Now  redemption,  long  expected, 
See,  in  solemn  pomp,  appear  ; 
All  his  saints,  by  man  rejected. 

Now  shall  meet  him  in  the  air  ; 
Hallelujah  !  hallelujah  ! 
See  the  day  of  God  appear. 
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No.  81.    HARK!  A  THRILLING  YOICE  IS  SOUNDING. 


"Acne  it  is  high  time  to  awake  out  of  sleep." 


H.  Havergal. 
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Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  !  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  !    Praise  the     ev  -  er  -  last -ing    King. 
Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  !  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  !    Praise  the      ev  -  er  -  last -ing    King. 
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/3  Lo!  the  Lamb,  so  long  expected, 

Conies  with  pardon  down  from  heaven; 
dim  Let  us  haste,  with  tears  of  sorrow, 
One  and  all  to  be  forgiven. 
Hallelujah  !   halleluiah  ! 
Praise  the  everlasting  King. 


»j/4  That  when  next  he  comes  with  glory, 
p    And  the  world  is  wrapped  in  fear, 
cr  With  his  mercy  he  may  shield  us, 
And  with  words  of  love  draw  near 
Halleluiah  !  hallelujah  ! 
Praise  the  everlasting  King. 


CHRIST. 

No.  82.    THE  SON  OF  GOD  GOES  FORTH  TO  WAR. 

Heber.    J — 116.  "Fight  the  good  fight  of 'faith." 
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CHRIST. 


No.  83.    THERE  IS  A  GREEN  HILL  FAR  AWAY. 


C.  F.  Alexander. 

Modern  to. 


Arthur  Cottman. 
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2  We  may  not  know,  we  cannot  tell, 

What  pains  he  had  to  bear  ; 
But  we  believe  it  was  for  ns 
He  hung  and  suffered  there. 

3  He  died  that  we  might  be  forgiven, 

He  died  to  make  us  good, 
That  we  might  go  at  last  to  heaven, 
Saved  by  his  precious  blood. 
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There  was  no  other  good  enough 

To  pay  the  price  of  sin, 
He  only  could  unlock  the  gate 

Of  heaven,  and  let  us  in. 
Oh,  dearly,  dearly  has  he  loved, 

And  we  must  love  him,  too, 
And  trust  in  his  redeeming  blood, 

And  try  his  works  to  do. 


No.  84.  HOW  SWEET  THE  NAME  OF  JESUS  SOUNDS. 


John  Newton. 
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A.    E.  Tozer. 
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It    soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds,  And  drives  a  -   way    his  fear. 
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2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 

And  calms  the  troubled  breast; 
'Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

3  Dear  name,  the  rock  on  which  I  build, 

My  shield  and  hiding-place; 
My  never-failing  treasure,  rilled 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace. 


I 
Jesus,  my  Shepherd.  Saviour,  Friend, 

My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 

Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 
I  would  thy  boundless  love  proclaim 

With  every  fleeting  breath, 
So  shall  the  music  of  thy  name 

Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 


CHRIST. 

No.  85.    ONE  THERE  IS  ABOVE  ALL  OTHERS. 
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John  Newton,    jj— 120. 


C.  Gounod. 
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Which,  of  all  our  friends,  to  save  lis, 
Could  or  would  have  shed  his  blood? 

But  our  Jesus  died  to  have  us 
Reconciled  in  him  to  God  ; 

This  was  boundless  love  indeed  ; 
Jesus  is  a  Friend  in  need. 


3  Oh,  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften, 
Teach  us,  Lord  !  at  length  to  love  ; 
We,  alas  !  forget  too  often 

What  a  Friend  we  have  above  ; 
But  when  home  our  souls  are  brought, 
We  will  love  thee  as  we  ought. 


CHRIST. 


No.  86.    0  JESUS,  SWEETEST,  HOLIEST  NAME. 


John  Graham. 


'Thou  shall  call  his  name  Jesus.' 


1.0     Je  -  sus,   sweet- est,     ho  -  liest  name     To  God's  dear  chil-dren 
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2  Xo  name  like  this  can  raise  the  weak,  j 
By  guill  and  woe  dejected  ; 
Or  turn  the  prodigals  to  seek 

Their  Father,  long  neglected  ; 
It  bids  their  dark  misgivings  cease, 
And  points  them  to  a  home  of  peace.    ■ 
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Jesus  !  I  love  thy  charming  name. 
All  other  names  transcending  ; 

My  only,  all  sufficient  claim, 
To  glory  never-ending  ; 

My  passport  to  those  realms  above, 

Where  all  extol  thy  boundless  love. 


CHRIST. 
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No.  87.    CHRIST,  WHOSE  GLORY  FILLS  THE  SKIES. 

C.  Wesley.    J— 126.  T.  Wallhead. 
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from    on       high,  be      near ;      Day  -  star,      in      my    heart  ap     -     pear. 
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2  Dark  and  cheerless  is  the  morn, 
If  thy  light  is  hid  from  me  ; 
Joyless  is  the  day's  return, 
Till  thy  mercy's  beams  I  sec  ; 
Till  they  inward  light  impart, 
Glad  my  eyes,  and  warm  my  heart. 


3  Visit,  then,  this  soul  of  mine, 
Pierce  the  gloom  of  sin  and  grief; 
Fill  me,  Radiancy  divine, 

Scatter  all  my  unbelief  : 

More  and  more  thyself  display, 

Shining  to  the  perfect  day. 


74 


CHRIST. 

No.  88.    JESUS,  GREAT  REDEEMER. 


Ada  Cambridge 


"  Your  li/e  is  hid  with  Christ  in  God." 
-120.  Sir  Herbert  Stanley  Oakeley. 
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2  Bread,  for  sinners  broken, 

Bread  of  life,  indeed  ! 
Manna  for  the  hungry, 

In  their  sorest  need  ! 
Pledge  of  our  salvation, 

How  we  thirst  for  thee  ! — 
Cup  of  heavenly  blessing, 

Wine  of  charity. 


3  Spirit,  Holy  Spirit, 

Aid  us  with  thy  love  ; 
Give  thy  gentle  presence, 

Ever-blessed  Dove  ! 
Father,  oh,  receive  us, 

Now  for  .Fcsns'  sake, 
Our  unworthy  worship 

Condescend  to  take  1 
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No.  89.    "SUFFER  THE  LITTLE  CHILDREN." 

J.  P.  Weston 

^.      is 

— *— A  *  -* 


Paxton  Hood.    m 
Allegretto. 
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He 


1.  God,  who' hath  made  the  dai-sies,  And  ev-'ry     love-Iy     thing, 
^  to  i 
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will      ac  -  cept    our    prais  -  es,     And    heark-en  while   we      sing. 


He 


says,  though  we  are     sim  -  pie,  Though  ig  -  no- rant    we 


fer     the 


lit  -  tie     chil 
±JL  ... 


dren,  And  let  them  come    to  me. 

— » — 


'1  Though  we  are  young  and  simple, 
In  praise  we  may  he  bold  ; 
The  children  in  the  temple 
He  heard  in  days  of  old. 
And,  if  our  hearts  are  humble, 
He  says  to  you  and  me, 
"Suffer  the  little  children, 
And  let  them  come  to  me." 


Therefore,  we  will  come  near  him, 

And  solemnly  we'll  sing  ; 
No  cause  to  shrink  or  fear  him, 

We'll  make  our  voices  ring  ; 
For  in  our  temple  speaking, 

He  says  to  you  and  me, 
'Suffer  the  little  children, 

And  let  them  come  to  mo." 
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No.  90.    CHILDHOOD'S  YEARS  ARE  PASSING  O'ER  US. 


W.  Dickson.    J— 132. 

-4- 

-m— 


"The  Lord  shall  guide  thee  continually." 


Arthur  Sullivan. 
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1.  Childhood's  years  are    pass-ing  o'er  us,  Youthful  days  will  soon  he  gone; 

2.  Hark!    it      is     the    Sav-iour  call-ing,  "Lit  -  tie  chil-dren,  fol-low  me  ;" 
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Cares    and  sor-rows  lie    he  -  fore  us,    Hid -den  dan- gers,  snares  unknown. 
Je  -   sus,  keep  our  feet  from  fall  -  ing  ;  Teach  us  all      to        f  ol  -  low  thee. 
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Oh,  may  he  who,   meek  and  low  -  ly,    Trod  him -self  this    vale  of    woe, 
Soon  we  part :  it      may    he    nev  -  er,     Nev  -  er    here    to     meet  a  -  gain  ; 
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Make  us    his,  and  make  us    ho-  ly,  Guard  and  guide  us  while  we     go. 
Oh,   to  meet  in  heav'n  for-ev  -  er,      Oh,  the  crown  of     life     to    gain. 
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No.  91.   HEAVENLY  FATHER,  SEND  THY  BLESSING. 


C.  Wordsworth.    J— 82. 
Brisk. 


"Be  ye  followers  of  God,  as  dear  children.'" 


3.  W.    Elliott. 
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1.  Heav'nly      Fa  -  ther,  send  thy    bless  -  ing     On  thy     chil  -  dren  gathered 

2.  Bear  thy  lambs,  when  they  are    wea  -  ry.       In  thine  arms   and    at    thy 
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here  ;  May  they  all,  thy  name  con-fess-ing,  Be     to  thee     for  -  ev  -  er  dear  : 
breast ;  Thro'  lite's  desert,  dry  and  drea-ry,  Bring  them  to      thy  heav'nly  rest : 

£#-     -0-     -0-     -0-    U»-      m      -A     -f      ■#-•+-    ^     -*-     -<^- 
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Voices  in  unison. 
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Ho  -  ly      Sav  - iour,  who  in    meekness,  Didst  vouchsafe  a    child   to    be, 
Spread  thy  gold  -  en     pin -ions  o'er  them,  Ho  -  ly    Spir  -  it,    from   a -hove 
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In  harmony. 
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Guide  their  steps,  and  help  their  weakness,  Bless  and  make  them  like  to 
Guide  them,  lead  them,  go  be  -  fore  them,  Give  them  peace, and  joy,  and 


thee. 
love. 
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78  children's  hymns. 

No.  92.    TO  JESUS'  GREAT  NAME  HOSANNAS  WE  SING. 


C.  Wesley. 


"  Ye  are  not  your  own." 


W.   Seb.  Woodward. 


1                      1 
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B                 *                  J 
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—  m                           s 
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1.  Let       chil  -  dren      pro -claim      Their     Sav  -   iour     and      King; 
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Ho  -   san 
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sing  : 
(2 
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sus 
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we     give, 
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Who      pur-cliased  sal 
i 
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to 


re  -  ceive. 
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2  The  meek  Lamb  of  God 

From  heaven  came  down, 
To  ransom  with  blood, 

And  make  ns  Ids  own  : 
And  him,  without  ceasing, 

We  all  shall  proclaim, 
And  ever  be  blessing 

Our  Jesus'  great  name. 


i- — r 


3  To  him  will  we  give 

Our  earliest  days, 
And  thankfully  live 

To  publish  his  praise  : 
Our  lives  shall  confess  him, 

Who  came  from  above  ; 
Our  tongues  ever  bless  him, 

And  tell  of  his  love. 
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No.  93.    JESUS,  WHEN  HE  LEFT  THE  SKY. 


'  These  little  ones 

N    --1= 


43 


Wm.  Jacksox. 
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1.  Je  -  sus,  when  he     left  the     sky,       And  for   sin  -  ners  came  to  die, 

2.  Moth-ers  then  the    Sav-iour  sought      In    the  pla-ces  where  he  taught, 
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And 


his 
to 


mer  -  cy     passed  not       by 
him  their    chil  -  dren  brought— 


Lit 
Lit 


tie 
tie 
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ones  like  me. 
ones  like  me. 


y  ~\y 

3  Did  the  Saviour  say  them  nay  ? 
No,  he  kindly  bid  them  stay, 
Suffered  none  to  turn  away— 
Little  ones  like  me. 


„* — y- 
y      "^  i 

i  Children,  then,  should  love  him  now, 
Strive  his  holy  will  to  do  ; 
Pray  to  him,  and  praise  him,  too — 
Little  ones  like  me. 


No.  94.    HOSANNA,  BE  THE  CHILDREN'S  SONG. 


Montgomery. 


Ilosanna  in  the  highest. 


J.  Bahnby. 
\-r-  h^-l 1 


y     i 

1.  Ho-san 

2.  Ho-san 


H J—  Lj 1 1 L*  '   *        1 


y 

na,  be      the    children's  song  To  Christ,  the  children's  King  ; 
na,  sound  from  hill    to    hill,  And  spread  from  plain  to  plain  ; 


1    JM< 
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His  praise  to  whom  their  souls  be  -  long,  Let     all    the  chil 
While  loud- er,  sweet- er,    clear -er    still,  Woods  e  -  cho     to 

**\    -0-      m 


dren    sing, 
the  strain. 
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3  Hosanna,  on  the  wings  of  light, 
O'er  earth  and  ocean  fly  ; 
Til!  morn  to  eve,  and  noon  to  night, 
And  heaven  to  earth  reply. 


t j__Lj u — F— — u— L»^» — ,J 


4  Hosanna,  then,  our  song  shall  be, 
Hosanna  to  our  King  ; 
This  is  the  children's  jubilee, 
Let  all  the  children  sing. 
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Allegretto,    j— so. 
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No.  95.    I  LOVE  THE  HOLY  ANGELS. 


Stainee. 

-A- 
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1.  I     love    the     ho  -    ly      an 

2.  'Tis  God,  our  lieav'n-ly     Fa 


=|tt 


gels,     So  beau  -  ti   -  ful  and  bright ; 
ther,  Who  doth   the      an  -  gels  send, 
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And,  though  I     can  -  not     see    them,  They're  with  me    day  and  night; 
To    guard   his    lit  -   tie      chil  -  dren      Un  -    til    their  life  shall  end; 
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They  watch    a  -  round  my     bed  -  side,  They  see     me    at 

When  we     are  cross  and  naugh  -  ty,     The  ho  -   ly     an 

I  IN      _  _  IN 

-0-       -0M 


my    play  ; 
gels  grieve, 
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They  know  my 
For    they    are 


ev  -  'ry       ac    - 
sad   when  chil    - 


tion,  They 
dren  The 


hear  the  words  1       say. 
way    of    good  -ness  leave. 
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3  And  when  I  die,  the  angels 

Will  hear  my  soul  away, 
While  here  my  body  resteth 

Until  the  judgment  day  ; 
They'll  hear  me  gently,  softly, 

With  loving  care  most  sweet. 
And  lay  me  down  in  safety 

At  my  Redeemer's  feet. 


4  Among  the  flowers  of  heaven 

That  never  die  or  fade. 
And  far  more  lovely  music 

Than  here  on  earth  is  made, 
Forever,  ever  happy, 

Together  we  shail  be, 
For  there  our  Lord  and  Saviour 

Forever  we  shall  see. 
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No.  9(>.    LOVING  SHEPHERD  OF  THY  SHEEP. 

"My  sheep  hear  my  voice,  and  1  know  them,  and  they  follow  me." 
j(— 126.  Fkkdkkick  Westlake. 


-et N-C — I — 1 J— i — FJ -T] 1 j— F 1 3 Pv— 


mf\.  Lov-  ing    JShep-herd    of      thy     sheep,   Keep  thy  lamb,   in      sate  -  ty 
mf2.  Lov-  ing    tshep-herd,   ev  -   er      near,   Teach  thy  lamb  thy  voice     to 
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Xoth  -  ing    can  thy  pow'r  withstand,   None  can  pluck  me  from  thy 

Suf  -  fer     not    my  steps    to    stray     From  the  straight  and  narrow 
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hand.    Lov  -  ing  Sav  -   iour,  thou  didst  give   Thine  own  life     that  we   might 
way.  Where  thou  lead  -  est      I     would  go,     Walk -ing  in       thy  steps  be- 
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live,  And  the  hands,  outstretch'd  to  bless,  Bear  the   cru  -  el    nails'   im- press, 
low,    Till,  be  -  fore  my   Father's  throne,  1      shall  know  as      1       am  known. 
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CHILDREN  S  HYMNS. 


No.  97.    HOSANNA  WE  SING. 


G.  S.  Hodges.    J  .  —66. 
Allegro. 
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J.  B.  Dykes. 
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1.  Ho  -  san  -  na     we      sing,    like     the 

2.  Ho  -  san  -  na     we      sing,    for      he 


£=&: 


chil-dren  dear, 
bends  his     ear, 


a; 


In     the 
And    re- 
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old    -    en  days, when  the  Lord  lived  here  :  He  blessed  little    children,  and 
joic  -  es    the  hymns  of  his  own     to  hear  ;  We  know  that  his    heart     will 
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smiled     on  them,  While  they  chanted  his  praise  in    Je   -    ru  -  sa  -  lem. 
nev  -  er    wax  cold    To  the  lambs  that  he  feeds  in    his     earth -ly     fold. 


CHORUS. 
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children  bright,  With  their 
Church  we  love,    Hal  -  le- 
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HOSANNA  ME  SING— Concluded. 
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harps  of    gold  and  their  raiment  white,  As  they  follow  their  Shepherd  with 
lu  -jali  resounds  in  the  Church  above ;  To  thy     lit  -  tie  ones,  Lord,  may  such 
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lov-ing    eyes  Thro' the  beau-ti  -  f  ul  val-leys  of       Par  -  a  -  dise. 
grace  be  given,  That  we  lose  not  our  part  in    the      song    of  heav'n. 


•  0 


i • — =#-l u ? — U- * *- P- 1 1- 


T.  B.  Pollock.    , 
Moderate. 


No.  98.    LITTLE  LIVES  MAY  BE  DIVINE. 

120.  Arthur  Brown. 
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#p  1.  Lit  -  tie  lives  may     be     di  -  vine,    Lit  -  tie  deeds  of    love  may  shine  ; 
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mf  Lit  -  tie  ones  be     whol-ly  thine  :  Hear    us, 
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2  Make  us  brave,  without  a  fear  ; 
Make  us  happy,  full  of  cheer; 
Sure  that  thou  art  always  near  : 
Hear  us,  holy  Jesus'. 


3  May  we  prize  our  Christian  name  ; 
May  we  guard  it  free  from  blame  ; 
Fearing  all  that  causes  shame  : 
Hear  us,  holy  Jesus. 
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CHILDREN  S    HYMNS. 

No.  99.     WHEN,  HIS  SALTATION  BRINGING. 

"The  children  crying  in  /he  temple,  and  saying,  Hosanna  to  (he  Son  of  David  .'" 


Berthold  Tours. 
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/  1.     When,     his      sal  -  va  -  tion     bring  -  ing, 
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came,     The    chil  -  dren    all    stood    sing  -  ing     Ho  -  san 
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name;   Nor      did   their   zeal      of 
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fend    him, 


But,    as         he  rode 
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let   them  still   at   -    tend   him.  And  smiled  to  hear  their  song. 
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And  since  the  Lord  retaineth 

His  love  for  children  still, 
Though  now  as  King  he  reigneth 

On  Zion's  heavenly  hill; 
We'll  Hock  around  his  banner 

Who  sits  upon  his  throne, 
And  cry  aloud  Hosanna 

To  David's  royal  Son. 


3  For  should  we  fail  proclaiming 

Our  great  Redeemer's  praise, 
The  stones,  our  silence  shaming, 

Would  their  Hosannas  raise. 
But  shall  we  only  render 

The  tribute  of  our  words? 
No!  while  our  hearts  are  tender, 

They  too  shall  he  the  Lord's. 
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No.  100.    I  LOVE  TO  HEAR  THE  STORY. 
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A.  H.  Millar. 

Moderato. 
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A.  H.  Mann. 
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1.    I       love      to  hear  the      sto  -  ry,  Which  an -gel- voi  -  ces     tell,     How 
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dwell. 
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Lord  came  down    to      savo 
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me,    Be  -  cause      he    loved    me         so. 
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2  I'm  glad  my  blessed  Saviour 

Was  once  a  child  like  me, 
To  show  how  pure  and  holy 

His  little  ones  might  be. 
And  if  I  try  to  follow 

His  footsteps  here  below, 
He  never  will  forget  me, 

Because  he  loves  me  so. 


3  To  sing  his  love  and  mercy, 

My  sweetest  songs  I'll  raise, 
And  though  I  cannot  sec  him, 

I  know  lie  hears  my  praise; 
For  he  has  kindly  promised, 

That  even  1  may  go 
To  sing  among  his  angels, 

Because  lie  loves  nie  so. 
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No.  101.    LITTLE  CHILDREN,  PRAISE  THE  SATI0UR. 


'A  little  child  shall  lead  them.' 


William  Best. 
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1.    Lit -tie     chil  -  dren,  praise  the    Sav-iour,    He      re-gards    you  from  a- 
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hove,  Praise  him  for    his  great  sal  -  va-tion,  Praise  him  for  his  pre-cious  love: 
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jf  Sweet    ho  -san  -  nas,  sweet   ho  -  san  -  nas     To      the  name     of 
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sing,  Sweet  ho- san-nas,  sweet  ho- san-nas     to    the  name    of     Je  -  sus  sing. 
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2  When  he  left  his  home  in  glory, 

When  he  Lived  with  mortals  here, 
Little  children  sang  his  praises, 
And  it  pleased  his  gracious  ear. 

Sweet  hosannas 
To  the  name  of  Jesus  sing. 

3  When  the  anxious  mothers  round  him, 

With  their  tender  infants  pressed, 
He  with  open  arms  received  them, 
And  the  little  ones  he  blessed. 

Sweet  hosannas 
To  the  name  of  Jesus  sing. 


4  Up  in  yonder  spirit-regions, 

Angels  sound  the  chorus  high; 
Twice  ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand 
Sing  his  praises  through  the  sky. 

Sweet  hosannas 
To  the  name  of  Jesus  sing. 

5  Little  children,  praise  the  Saviour; 

Praise  him,  our  undying  Friend; 
Praise  him  till  in  heaven  we  meet  him, 
There  to  praise  him  without  end. 

Sweet  hosannas 
To  the  name  of  Jesus  sing. 
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No.  102.    "OF  SUCH  IS  THE  KINGDOM  OF  HEAVEN." 

T.  R.  Taylor.    J— 116.  C.  E.  Kettle. 
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1.    Yes,  there  are      lit  -  tie     ones     in  heav'n;  Chil-dren    like     us        a- 
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E     -     ter  -  nal     glo  -    ry    like     his    own:    Je-sus!  Thy     mer  -  cy 
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rich      and       free      11  us      suf  -  fered    them 
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to       thee. 
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2  To  conie  with  humbleness  of  mind, 
With  simple  taitli  and  earnest  prayer, 
To  seek  thy  precious  cross,  and  find 
Peace,  safety,  joy.  salvation  there, 
Oh,  set  our  sin-bound  spirits  free, 
And  suffer  us  to  come  to  thee! 


3  To  come  while  we  are  young  and  gay. 
While  life,  and  joy.  and  hope  run   high, 
To  come  in  sorrow's  gloomiest  day. 
To  conic  at  last,  when  death  is  nigh. 
Lord,  in  that  day  our  guardian  be, 
And  suffer  us  to  conic  to  thee. 
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No.  103.    THY  KINGDOM  COME. 

m  —  96.  Arranged  by  A.  Arthur. 

F.  R.  Havergal.  A.  Randegger. 

Quietly. 
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Soprano  and  Alto  Voices  in  Unison 


^^: 


tz^=J=i= 


_•_#. 


1.  God  of  heaven!  hear  our  singing:  Only     lit  -  tie  ones     are  we,  Yet    a 

2.  Let  the  sweet  and  joyful  sto-ry   Of  the  Saviour's  wondrous  love,  Wake  on 
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great   pe  -    ti  -  tion  hring-ing,     Fa  -  ther,  now      we  come       to    thee, 
earth    a       song     of    glo  -  ry,    Like    the      an  -  gels' song       a -hove. 
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CHILDREN  S    HYMNS. 

THY  KINGDOM  COME.— Concluded. 
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CHORUS. 


Let  thv  kinsr-dom  come,  we  pray  thee,  Let  the  world  in    thee   find     rest ;  Let     all     know  thee  and    o- 
Fa  -  tlier,  send  the  glo-rious    hour,  Ef'  -  ry  heart  be    thine    a  -  lone !   For    the    king-dom  and    the 
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bey  thee,  Lov- ins,     prais  -  ing,  bless  -  in?,   bless'd, 
pow  -  er,  And  the      glo  -  ry     are    thine   own. 
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No.  104.  THEY  ARE  BLEST,  AND  BLEST  FOREYER. 


m — 100.  "Say  ye  to  the  righteous,  that  it  shall  be  well  ivith  him." 

Con  moto.  , 
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C.  E.  Kettle. 


1.     They     are     blest,    and    blest     for    -    ev    -    er,    Who     in     child- hood's 
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be 
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their    guide. 


2  Who,  the  world's  temptations  scorning, 
Keep  in  view  the  great  reward, 

And  in  youth's  delightful  morning 
Yield'themselves  unto  the  Lord — 

Jesus  will  their  portion  be, 

Now  and  through  eternity. 


3  He,  their  Shepherd  and  their  Saviour, 
Will  with  eyes  of  love  behold, 

And  regard,  with  kindest  favor, 
Every  Iamb  within  his  fold. 

He  will  guide  them  by  his  love 

To  his  blessed  fold  above. 
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No.  105.    GREAT  GOD !  AND  WILT  THOU  CONDESCEND. 


Herbert  Oakeley, 


--rt 1 — • — «-\~  73 d-Ya ' — — '"--I" — I ' — 0-\ 

-•-   *  .    r    i      i 


*-  '-  i  — r    i     i 

1.  mf  Great  God  land  wilt  thou  con  -  de-scend      To  be  my  Fa-ther  and  my  Friend"? 

2.  p    Art  tliou  my  Fa-ther?  Canst  thou  bear  To  hear  my  poor,  imperfect  prayer? 
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I,  a  poor  child;  and  thou  so    high,      The  Lord  of  earth,  and  air,  and    sky. 
Or  wilt  thou  lis-ten  to     the  praiss/ Which  such  a    lit  -  tie  one  can  raise? 
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3  p  Art  thou  my  Father?  Let  me  be  i  4  mf  Art  thou  my  Father?  Then  at  last 

A  meek,  obedient  child  to  thee;  When  all  my  days  on  earth  are  past, 

m/And  try  in  word,  and  deed,  and  thought,  I  /  Send  down  and  take  me  in  thy  love, 
To  serve  and  please  thee  as  I  ought.  To  be  thy  better  child  above.  * 


No.  100.    GOD  ALMIGHTY  HEARETH  EVER. 


Stafford.    « — 12G. 
-,-1 1 
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A.  M.  Bartholomew. 
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God     Al-might-y    hear-eth    ev  -  er  When    his     lit  -  tie  chil-dren    pray; 
More  than  we    de-serve  he  sends  lis.  More  than   we    can  ask,  he  -  stows; 
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He       is  faint  and  wea  -  ry  nev  -  er,  And     he     turn -eth  none  a  ■ 
Ev'  -  ry    mo-ment  he    befriends  us,  And    sup -ports  us     in    our 
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3  Let  us  then,  in  him  confiding. 
Tell  him  all  we  think  and  feel, 
Never  one  dark  secret  hiding, 
Seeking  nothing  to  conceal. 


4  Through  his  son,  our  precious  Saviour, 
<  Sod  will  pardon  all  our  sin. 
Will  forgive  our  past  behaviour, 
Open  heaven  and  take  us  in. 
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No.  107.    DEAR  JESUS,  EVER  AT  MY  SIDE. 


Rev.  Frederick  William  Faber. 


T.  R.  Matthews. 
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1.  Dear    Je  -  sus,  ev  -  er       at    my  side,  How  lov  -  ing  must  thou    be, 

2.  And  when,  dear  Saviour,  I  kneel  down,  Morning  and  night,  to  prayer, 
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To  leave  thy  home    in  heav'n  to  guard    A       lit  -  tie  child  like     me. 
Something  there  is     with- in     my  heart  which  tells  me  thou  art     there. 
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But     I     have  felt     thee  in     my  thoughts,  Rebuk-ing  sin 
Yes,  when  I    pray,    thou  pray-est  too:    Thy  pray'r  is   all 


0 

for 

for 


,u » jim 00 •- 

^frt-^—W1 V— p- 


=t=p: 


:-p^ 


' — Urn *. — 0-2.M-ZT. 


me; 
me; 

t 


-Sj*—  Tf — 


• «i — 0 #— c-»i — * — # — •— «— • — s#— J — *—  ,*erf— JJ 


And,  when  my  heart  loves  God,   I    know  The  sweet-ness  is    from  thee. 
But  when  1    sleep,  thou  sleep-est  not,     But  watch-est  pa  -  tient  -  ly. 
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No.  108.    WE'LL  BRING  HIM  HEARTS  THAT  LOVE  HIM. 


-116. 


1  Whose  heart  thou  knowesl. 


Hichakd  S.  Newman. 
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1.  We'll  bring  him  hearts  that  love  him,  We'll  bring  him  thank-ful  praise,      And 

2.  We'll  bring  the   lit  -  tie    du  -  ties     We  have    to     do     each  day,       We'll 


fci; 


t=t 


~M — 
1 — 


i  p — y~*~r~ 


* 1 9 9-0— LB*^ • ~ — L- *-- — 0 - 4—  L-  &- 


young  souls  meek  -  ly        striv-ing    To    walk     in      ho  -  ly     ways.       And 
try     our     best     to      please  him  At     home,  at  school,  at      play,       And 
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these  shall    be      the      treas-ures    We     of  -  fer    to    the      King,  And 

bet  -  ter     are  these    treas  -  ures     To     of  -  fer    to    our      King,         Than 
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out      them,     Yet    these      a     child  may  bring. 
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CHILDREN  S    HYMN'S. 


No.  109.    COME,  PRAISE  YOUR  LORD  AND  SAVIOUR. 


W.  W.  How.     J— 126. 

Very  cheerful. 


(ilsu  himself  likewise  took  part  of  the  same.' 


Weston. 


(boys  only.) 
,  O  Jesus,  we  would  praise  thee 

With  songs  of  holy  joy, 
For  thou  ou  earth  didst  sojourn 

A  pure  and  spotless  boy. 
Make  us,  like  thee,  obedient, 

Like  thee,  from  sin-stains  free, 
Like  thee,  in  God's  own  temple, 
In  lowly  home  like  thee. 


(GIRLS  ONLY.) 

3  O  Jesus,  we  too  praise  thee 

The  lowly  maiden's  son: 
In  thee  all  gentlest  graces 

Are  gathered  into  one; 
Oh!  give  that  best  adornment 

That  Christian  maid  can  wear, 
The  meek  and  quiet  spirit 

Which  shone  in  thee  so  fair. 


(all.) 

O  Lord,  with  voices  blended 

We  sing  our  songs  of  praise: 
Be  thou  the  light  and  pattern 

( )f  all  <>ur  childhood's  days: 
And  lead  us  ever  onward, 

That,  while  we  stay  below, 
We  may  like  thee,  ()  Jesus, 

In  grace  and  wisdom  grow. 
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No.  110.  AROUND  THE  THRONE  OF  GOD  IN  HEAYEN. 

"They  hare  washed  their  robes,  and  made  them  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb." 
5— 160.  H.  J.  Gauntlett. 
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CHORUS. 


3  What  brought  them  to  that  world  above, 
That  heaven  so  bright  and  fair, 

Where  all  is  peace,  and  joy,  and  love: 
How  came  those  children  there, 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory  ? 

4  Because  the  Saviour  shed  his  blood 
To  wash  away  their  sin, 

Bathed  in  that  precious  purple  flood 
Behold  them  white  and  clean, 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 


5  On  earth  they  sought  Hie  Saviour's  grace, 
On  earth  they  loved  his  name; 

So  now  they  see  his  blessed  face, 
And  stand  before  the  Lamb: 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 

6  And  is  that  fountain  flowing  yet? 
Bless'd  Saviour,  lead  us  there; 

That  we  those  happy  ones  may  meet, 
And  in  their  praises  share, 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 
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No.  111.    HOW  KIND  IS  THE  SAVIOUR. 

E.  F.  Hughes.    « — 120.      "The  love  of  Christ,  which passeth  knowledge.'"         Thomas  Sei.le. 
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3  He  went  back  to  glory, 

But  left  us  his  word, 
Which  oft  from  our  teachers 

And  pastors  we've  heard. 
He  sends  forth  his  Spirit, 

Our  hearts  to  inflame 
With  joy  in  his  service, 

And  love  to  his  name. 


4  Oh,  help  us,  blest  Jesus, 

More  sweetly  to  praise, 
And  walk  in  thy  footsteps 

The  rest  of  our  days; 
Then  raise  us,  dear  Saviour, 

To  taste  of  thy  love, 
And  praise  thee  forever 

With  children  above. 
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No.  112.    MY  TRUST  IS  IN  THE  LORD. 

"In  the  Lord  put  I  my  trust :  how  soy  ye-  to  my  soul,  Flee  as  a  bird  to  your  mountain  f" 
H.  F.  Lyte.    ^—104.  Akthir  S.  Sullivan. 

H-r-l- 
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1.     My  trust  is     in    the  Lord,  What  foe  can     in  -  jure  me  f  Why  bid   me   like    a    bird  Be -fore  the 
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2  His  flock  to  him  is  dear. 
He  watches  them  from  high, 
He  sends  them  trials  here 
To  form  them  for  the  sky; 
But  safely  will  he  tend  and  keep 
The  humblest,  feeblest  of  his  sheep. 


f     I 

3  His  foes  a  season  here 
May  triumph  and  prevail; 
But  ah !  the  hour  is  near 
When  all  their  hopes  must  fail; 
While,  like  the  sun,  his  saints  shall  rise, 
And  shine  with  him  above  the  skies. 


No.  113.    LORD,  THY  WORD  ABIDETH. 

H.  W.  Baker.    m — 11G.     "Thy  Word  is  a  lantern  unto  my  feel,  and  a  light  unto  my  paths."    Spohr, 


#—[--= 9- & J — 0— •- — 0 • 0— \-0 * ^-J 


mfl.  Lord,  thy  word     a   -   bid 
p  2.  When  the  storms  are     o'er 


' — U — 


eth, 

us, 


And     our  foot  -  steps     guid    -  eth; 
And  dark  clouds  be   -    fore        us, 
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Who     its   truth     be  -  liev 
cr  Then    its  light     di  -  rect 


eth       Light    and    joy       re  -  ceiv    -    eth. 
eth,       And       our    way     pro  -  tect    -    eth. 


3  mf  Who  can  tell  the  pleasure, 
Who  recount  the  treasure 

By  thy  word  imparted 
To  the  simple-hearted? 


4  wi/ Oli,  that  we  discerning 
Its  most  holy  learning, 
Lord,  may  love  and  fear  thee, 
Evermore  be  near  thee. 
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No.  114.    3IY  FAITH  LOOKS  UP  TO  THEE. 


Ray  Palmer. 


"Our  eyes  wail  upon  the  Lord  our  God." 


Arthur  £.  Dyer. 


3E^=S 
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1.  My  faith  looks  up    to    thee.  Thou  Lamb  of    Cal  -  ra  -  rv, 

2.  May  thy  rich  grace  im  -  part  Strength  to   my   faint-  ins  heart 


Sav  -iour  di 
Mj    zeal  in 


— — E-hc-1--*- 


rine :  Bow  hear  me 
spire ;  As  thou  hast 


5—  __— _, ?. 


while  I     pray.  Take  all  my  guilt    a 
died  for   me,     Oh,  may  niv  love    to 


-&—. 


£fciTi 
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3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  thou  my  Guide; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  thee  aside. 


L#  -%-0 — 0-*-0—0 — 0 — 0- 

Oh,  let    me  from  this  day   Be  whol  -  ly 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be,   A     liv  -  ing 
i 

0-»T0— '— «-r»— •— • r(2-—»r^~n 


way, 

thee 
i 


thine. 
fire. 


4  When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 
When  death's  cold  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll; 
Blest  Saviour,  then  in  love 
Fear  and  distrust  remove: 
Oh,  hear  me  safe  above, 

A  ransom'd  soul. 


No.  115.    "NOW  IS  THE  SEED-TIME." 


J.  G.  Whittier.    J— 126. 
Rather  quick.  \~^, 


W.  H.  Hart. 


?_z_4 — i— "— su 


1.    ^sow  is  the  seed-time:  God     a  -  lone,   Beyond,  our  vis-ion  weak  and  dim, 


i   i   i   i     i    i     i         i   i   i   i     iii 


I 

Beholds  the  end  of  what  is  sown:  The  bar- vest-time     is    hid    with  him. 


fe« 


2  Yet  unforgotten  where  it  lies, 
Though  seeming  on  the  desert' cast, 
The  seed  of  generous  sacrifice, 
Shall  rise  with  bloom  and  fruit  at  last. 


I  1 

3  And  he  who  blesses  most  is  blest: 
For  God  and  man  shall  own  his  worth 
Who  toils  to  leave  as  his  bequest 
An  added  beauty  to  the  earth. 
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No.  116.    OUR  GOD,  WE  THANK  THEE. 


A.  A.  Procter.    9 — 11G.  "Set  your  affection  on  things  above." 

-.--I -1 A H 


F.  C.  Maker. 


mm 


1.     Our     God,      we     thank    thee,  who    hast  made    the    earth         so    bright; 


-•— •— d #-— — 0 # — I — 0 0 -J •— ' — 5* ' — ' — i J 


So     full 


iE33E 
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of      splen  -  dor       and      of       joy,  Beau  -   ty         and     light; 
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So 


ny 


glor  -  ious  things  are    here,    No 


ble 


S 
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— * 
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and     right. 


.(2. 
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2  We  thank  thee,  too,  that  thou  hast  made   4  We  thank  thee,  Lord,  that  thou  hast  kept 


Joy  to  abound; 
So  many  gentle  thoughts  and  deeds 

Circling  us  round; 
That  in  the  darkest  spot  of  earth 

Some  love  is  found. 

3  We  thank  thee  more,  that  all  our  joy- 
Is  touched  with  pain: 

That  shadows  fall  on  brightest  hours, 
That  thorns  remain; 

So  that  earth's  bliss  may  be  our  guide, 
And  not  our  chain. 


The  best  in  store; 
"We  have  enough,  yet  not  too  much, 

To  loin;  for  more: 
A  yearning  for  a  deeper  peace 

Not  known  before. 

5  We  thank  thee,  Lord,  that  here  our  souls, 

Though  amply  blest. 
Can  never  find,  although  they  seek, 

A  perfect  rest: 
Nor  ever  shall,  until  they  lean 

On  Jesus'  breast. 
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No.  117.    THE  LORDS  MY  SHEPHERD. 

(The  Scottish  Version.) 


Arthuk. 


— * ai »— r  r 


mf  — 

The  Lord's  my  Khep-herd,  I'll  not  want;  He  makes  me  down 
My  sonl  he  doth  re  -  store  a  -  gain,  And  me  to  walk 
Yea, though  I  walk  through  death's  dark  vale,  Yet  will  I    fear 


-3— i — "-*— 
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* — L  -6* 
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In  pas  -  tures  green;  he 
With -in  the  paths  of 
For    thou    art     with    me, 

-f 


— I 1 ■ — I 1 — I F- 
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lead-eth    me     The 

righteousness,  E'en 

and  thy  rod    And 

V    -0-     -#. 
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I  I 

A  tahle  thou  hast  furnished  me 
In  presence  of  my  foes: 
My  head  thou  doth  with  oil  anoint, 
And  my  cup  overflows. 


-h- 


qui  -  et 

for  his 

staff  me 

-V- 


I 


wa  -  ters      by. 
own  name's  sake, 
com- fort     still. 

F-h-l 
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5  Goodness  and  mercy  all  my  life 
Shall  surely  follow  me, 
And  in  God's  house  for  evermore 
My  dwelling-place  shall  be. 


No.  118.    JESUS,  BENDING  AT  THY  FEET. 

A.  H.  Miles.    J— 104.  Alfred  H.  Miles. 


|l'  'I 

Je  -  sus,  bending    at    thy  feet  We  would  kneel  to -day;  Hear  us  from  thy 


*=£ 


.FL_-i.-J-r_j_s_J. 
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Finale  to  last  verse. 
O                    I     i     I         i 
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pray.       There,      we  will  praise  thee  there. 
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cres. 
dim. 


Thou  wert  loving,  pure,  and  meek, 

Lowly,  just,  and  true, 
Grant  the  blessings  that  we  seek, 

And  make  us  holv  too. 


p  3  Thou  upon  the  cross  below 
pp        Died  for  such  as  we, 
cres.   Mash  us.  Saviour,  and  we  know, 
/     That  we  may  live  for  thee. 
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No.  119.    STILL  WILL  WE  TRUST  IX  GOD. 


W.  H.  Burleigh.    m—  13i 
>'//(</  softly,  but  not  slow 


C    E.  Kettle. 


artb  seem  dark  and 


1.  Still   will  we  trust,  thu'eartb  seem  dark  and  drea-ry, 


*_*_ 

:»_# 


Aud    the  beart  faiut  be-ueatb  bis  chast'oiig  rud; 


& 


gl^ 


Still   will  we   trust 


God. 


2  Our  eyes  see  dimly,  till  by  faith  anointed, 

And  our  blind  choosing  brings  us  grief  and  pain: 
Through  him  alone  who  hath  our  way  appointed 
We  find  our  peace  again. 

3  Let  us  press  on  in  patient  self-denial, 

Accept  the  hardship,  shrink  not  from  the  loss; 
Our  guerdon  lies  beyond  the  hour  of  trial, 
Our  crown  beyond  the  cross. 

No.  120.     ART  THOU  WEARY,  ART  THOU  LANGUID  I 

, — 10.  Matthews. 


1.  Art    thou   wea  -  ry.      art     thou    Ian  -  guid,  Art    thou     sore    dis-trest? 

2.  Hath    he    mark-  to     lead     me     to      him.    If        he       be      my    guide? 


E5 
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mf  3  Hath  he  diadem  as  monarch 
That  his  brow  adorns'.' 
"Yea,  a  crown,  in  very  surety. 

p  But  of  thorns." 


mf  i  If  I  ask  him  to  receive  me, 

Will  he  say  nit>  nay  '.' 

/        "Not  till  earth,  and  not  till  heaven 

Pass  away.' 
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No.  121.    COME  UNTO  ME,  YE  WEARY. 


W.  C.  Dix 


'Him  that  Cometh  to  me,  I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out." 


H.  A.  Crosbie. 


1.  "Come    un   -  to 

2.  "Come    mi   -  to 


me, 
me, 


ye 

dear 


wea  -  ry,  And 
cliil-dren,  And 
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will  give  yon 
will  give  vou 


P-pig: — | 1 — rip: 
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rest."    Oh, 
light."  Oh, 

pp 
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bless  -  ed    voice 
lov  -  ing    voice 

-#- 


of 
of 


Je 
Je 


sus,  Which  comes  to     hearts  op-press'd!       It 
sus,  Which  comes  to     cheer  the    night!    Our 
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dic  -  tion,  Of  par  -  don,  grace,  and  peace,  Of 
sad  -  ness,  And  we  had  lost  our  way,  But 
~&-         m  i  *  _  .        -•- 


joy 
morn 


that    liath      no 

■  ing  brings    ris 
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end  -  ing,       Of     love 
glad  -  ness,    And  songs 
iS»-       £• 


which  can  • 
the   break 


P=P^Z3=|zZ^EEi 


"(  (unc  unto  me,  ye  fainting, 

And  1  will  give'  you  life. 
Oh,  peaceful  voice  of  Jesus, 

Which  comes  to  end  our  strife! 
The  foe  is  stem  and  eager, 

The  fight  is  tierce  and  long; 
But  thou  hast  made  us  mighty, 

And  stronger  than  the  strong. 


"And  whosoever  coineth, 

1  will  not  cast  him  out." 
Oh,  patient  voice  of  Jesus, 

Winch  drives  away  our  doubt! 
Which  calls  us,  very  sinners, 

Unworthy  though  we  be 
Of  love  so  free  and  boundless, 

To  come,  dear  Lord,  to  thee. 
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No.  122.    I  HEARD  THE  VOICE  OF  JESl  S  SAY. 
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"Iiic'iue  your  ear,  and  come  unto  me." 
Dr.  Bonar. 

Slowly.    Girls'  voices  in  unison. 

h— z-4— #— [—*- — • — m — •— V-% — * — * — * 


Aktiivh  Sullivan. 
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^=|Z±=T 


Organ.  '  ' 

1.    I     heard  the  voice  of      Je  -  sus  say,  "Come  un  -  to     nie  and    rest; 
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^fc4===Ez= 


3=± 
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Zttl 
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Lay  down,  thouwea-ry      one,  lay  down  Thy  head  up -on     my  breast." 


bEzEE 


s 


d  • 


ife 


A  little  faster.    Voices  in  harmony. 


I         came  to    Je  -  sus     as 


I     was,  Wea  -  ry     and  worn    and     sad, 


4— I— U 
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I     found    in     him       a      rest-ing-place,  And  he     has  made  me     glad. 
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I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"Behold  I  freely  give 
The  living  water;  thirsty  one, 

Stoop  down  and  drink,  and  live." 
I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 

Of  that  life-giving  stream, 
My  thirst  wasquench'd,  my  soul  revived, 

And  now  I  live  in  him. 


•. F       T-__-rr— :r— "p- r-£ 1 — J- — U-r-4— 


3  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"I  am  this  dark  world's  light. 
Look  unto  me,  thy  mom  shall  rise, 

And  all  thy  day  be  bright." 
I  look'd  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  him  my  star,  inv  Sun; 
And  in  that  light  of  life  I'll  walk, 

Till  travelling  days  are  done. 
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No.  123.    I  NEED  THEE,  PRECIOUS  JESUS. 


Whitfield. 


"  Unto  you  which  believe  He  is  precious." 
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My     soul     is     dark    and     guil  -  ty,    My  heart    is     dead   with 
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need    the  cleans-ing    fovm  -  tain  Where    1 
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can    al  -  ways  flee, 


The  hlood    of    Christ  most  pre 


cious,  The     sin-ner's  per -feet     plea. 
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2  I  need  thee,  precious  Jesus, 

For  I  am  very  poor; 
A  stranger  and  a  pilgrim, 

I  have  no  earthly  store. 
I  need  the  love  of  Jesus 

To  cheer  me  on  my  way. 
To  guide  my  doubting  footsteps, 

To  be  my  strength  and  stay. 


3  I  need  thee,  precious  Jesus, 

I  need  a  friend  like  thee, 
A  friend  to  soothe  and  pity, 

A  friend  to  care  for  me, 
I  need  the  heart  of  .Jesus 

To  feel  each  anxious  care, 
To  tell  my  every  trouble, 

And  all  my  sorrows  share. 
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No.  124.    JESUS  IS  OUR  SHEPHERD. 
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Tr.  by  Ellerton.     J— 144. 

Not  slow.  | 


"lam  the  Good  Shepherd. 

^-=j— =F=i==I= 


Arthur  S.  Sullivan. 


'  III 

1.  Je  -  sus    is    our  Shepherd,  wip-ing    ev'  -  ry      tear:     Folded     in    his 

2.  Je  -  sus    is    our  Shepherd,  well  we  know  his    voice;   How  its  gent-lest 
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bo  -  som,  what  have     we      to      fear?  On  -    ly        let      us     fol  -  low 
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wliis  -  per   makes  our  hearts    re  -  joice;    Ev   -  en     when    he    ehid-eth. 
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whith  -  er        he     doth  lead,     To      thy    thirs  -  ty      des  -  ert      or      the 
ten  -  der       is       its    tone:  None    but      he     shall  guide    us;      we      are 
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mead.      Je-sus    is      our    Shepherd,  wip-ing      ev'  -  ry      tear. 

-lone.      Je-sus    is     our    Shepherd,  well  we    know  his    voice, 
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3  Jesus  is  our  Shepherd;  for  the  sheep  he  4  Jesus  is  our  Shepherd;  with  his  good- 
bled;  ness  now 

Ev'ry  lamb  is  sprinkled  with  the  blood  And  his  tender  mercy  he  doth  us  en- 
he  shed:  dow. 

Then  on  each  he  setteth  his  own  secret  Let  us  sing  his  praises  with  a  gladsome 
sign:  heart, 

"Tjaey  that  have  my  Spirit,  these,"  saith  Till  in  heaven  we  meet  him,  never  more 
he,  "are  mine.'"'  to  part. 
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No.  125.     OH,  THE  BITTER  SHAME  AND  SORROW. 


Moxod.    m  —  100. 


C.  J.  Vincent. 
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Id  ever  be,  When  I  let  the 


Oh,    the  bitter  shame  and  sorrow,  That  a  time  could  ever  be.  When  I  let  the 
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Saviour's  pity  Pl?ad  in  vain, and  proudly  answer'd,  "All  of  self,  and  none  of  thee." 
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2  Yet  he  found  me;  1  beheld  him  I  3  Higher  than  the  highest  heavens, 

Bleeding  on  th'  accursed  tree.  Deeper  than  the  deepest  sea, 

Heard  him  pray:  "Forgive  them,  Father,"  |  Lord,  thy  love  at  last  hath  conquer'd; 

And  my  wistful  heart  said  faintly,  j  Grant  me  now  my  soul's  petition, 

"Some  of  self  and  some  of  thee."  "None  of  self,  and  all  of  thee." 


No.  126.     JUST  AS  I  AM. 


Charlotte  Elliott. 


Rev.  Wm.  Blow. 
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"25*" '         ~0*~   "#" 

1.  Just  as    I      am,  without  one  plea,  But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for    me, 

2.  Just  as    I      am,  and  waiting  not        To  rid  my  soul    of    one  dark  blot, 

■#--»_.«.-.  -     -        _      -        _     J. 


-•^4-1     |     I  T^H-f-f-f-H — li     i  pi     F,g— I — F51 — C=F'= — 1 
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And  that  thou  bidd'st  me    come    to    thee,    O     Lamb    of    God,      I    come! 
To  thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot,  O     Lamb   of    God,      I    come! 


_<2 #_ 


--#— r^ 


3  Just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
Fightings  within,  and  fears  without, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 


ppiiipppii 


4  Just  as  1  am— thou  wilt  receive, 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve; 
Because  thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 


TOPLADY. 
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No.  127.    ROCK  OF  AGES. 
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W.  Haynes. 
I 
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1.  Rock  nf    \ - ges,  cleft  for  me!    Let    me  bide  my -self  iu    tliee;  Let  the  wa-ter    and  the  blood. 

2.  Not   the    la -bora  of    my  bauds  Can    fill  -  fill  thy  law's  de-mauds:  Could  my  zeal  no   re-spite  know, 

i 

v.*  «  a    '-f-^t-rt-^-P-n-rm—s—P  ■  ,\m l-rw-S-^i-rf-S*-^ — i 


.4  ?iV^e  slower. 


From  thy  rir-en   side  which  flowed,  Be 

Could  my  tears  for  -  e\  -  er   flow.  All 


of  sin  the  dim!) -le    cure;  Cleanse  me    from    its     guilt  and  power, 
for  sin  could  not  a  -  tone,     Thou  mast  save,  and    thou  a  -  lone. 


$0-0-&-r»- 

0- 


4    '  ''ff  i  -dT"r^r=-f:*Jr- 


Nothing  in  my  hand  1  bring, 
Simply  to  thy  cross  1  cling; 

Naked,  come  to  thee  for  dress, 
Helpless,  look  to  thee  for  grace; 
Foul,  I  to  the  fountain  fly, 
Wash  me,  Saviour,  or  I  die! 


While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyelids  close  in  death, 
When  I  soar  through  tracts  unknown, 
See  thee  on  thy  judgment-throne, 
Rock  of  Ages,  clett  for  nie! 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 


ROCK  OF  AGES. 


fea=n=£: 
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Thos.  Hastings. 
N         I  J  Fine- 
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1.    Rock  of      A  -  ges,  cleft     for     me!    Let    me  hide     my -self    in      thee; 
B.  C.    Be     of     sin     the  doub  -  le  cure,  Cleanse  me  from     its  guilt  and  power. 

^_^_«_r(2 0 —r.Cl—       0^^0—r(2^ 1 J J- 
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Let     the    wa    -   ter   and    the  blood,  From  thy    riv     -    en  side  which  flowed 
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No.  128.    NEARER  TO  THEE. 

"A  people  near  unto  him." 


Arthur  Sullivan. 

nl — 1=£= 


-g-    &■    **&-   -0- 

my  God,     to      thee,   Near  -  er 

a    wau  -  tier  -  er,      The     sun    gone  down,  Dark- ness    be 

■0-       -0-  ■    *- 


to     thee;  E'en  though  it 


Near-er,    my  God,  to     thee 
Near-er,    my  God,  to     thee 


3  There  let  the  way  appear 
Steps  unto  heaven: 
All  that  thou  sendest  me 

In  mercy  given; 
Angels  to  "beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee. 


4  And  when  on  joyful  wing, 

I  Heaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  he," 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee. 


BETHANY. 


— I — | — — — I 1 — pi — |— — [ —  i — j- 


Dr.  L.  Mason. 
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No.  129.    JESUS,  LOVER  OF  MY  SOI  L. 

C.Wesley.    ^—116.                           "Who  heme fled  for  refuge."                                  F.  Dean. 
r # 0 0 0 — L_# — • — *—» — L* * • — S# — *— * ~ —  -» 


1.  Je  -  sus,  Lov-er        of     my     soul,     Let    me     to    thy     bos-om    fly, 

2.  Oth  -  er    ref-uge    have  I      none:  Hangs  my  helpless    soul    on  thee: 


#=t_i* — L — U— ^ —  — * — 1=—    — pf — f — fe— 


While    the     rag  -  ing     wa-ters     roll,    While' the  tem-pest     still    is    high. 
Leave,  oh     leave  me     not     a   -    lone,      Still  sup-port  and     com-fort  me. 


p^i;~rzziT#       rr  czr^r?     rzzgzzp_? zszzif__^ r  _m m ^i 
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past; 
bring; 
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Safe    in  -  to     the     ha-ven    guide:      Oh,      receive  my      soul   at     last. 
Gov -ex    my    de  -  fence-less     head      With    the  shadow      of     thy  wing. 

I  I  I  I— N    ] 

5->— f— ^r0— S P— i— • — »• -— B* — r_ * * • — • — r  * — * as — it 


T 


3  Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want: 
More  than  all  in  thee  I  find; 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 
Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 
Just  and  holy  is  thy  name: 
I  am  all  unrighteousness; 
Vile,  and  full  of  sin  I  am: 
Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 


4  Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found; 
Grace  to  pardon  all  my  sin; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound, 
Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  life  the  Fountain  art, 
Freely  let  me  take  of  thee: 
Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart, 
Rise  to  all  eternity. 
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No.  130.    SADLY  BEND  THE  FLOWERS. 


F.  R.  Havergal.    J— 144. 
In  moderate  time. 


A.  Randegger. 
Adapted  by  A.  Arthur. 
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1.  Sad  -  ly     bend    tlie    flow  -  ers, 
2.  When    a       snd  -  den    sor  -  row 


In      the     hea  -  vy 
Comes  like    cloud  and 


ram: 
night, 
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Af  -  ter      beat-ing    show-ers, 
Wait    for     God's  to  -  mor-row; 


Sun-beams  come     a     -     gain. 

All     will    then    be         bright. 

I 

—I- 
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Ill 


SADLY  BEND  THE  FLOWERS.-Coiicluded. 

CHORUS. 
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Lit  -  tie    birds  are      si  -  lent 
On    -    ly    wait  and    trust  him 


All      the    dark  night  through; 
Just     a        lit  -  tie         while. 


— i — 
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Just 
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lit  -  tie 
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while. 
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But  when  morn-ing    dawn-eth,  Their  songs  are  sweet  and 
At  -  ter    even-ing  tear-drops,  Shall  come  the  morn-ing 

— =1= F — | 1/-1--! 1 f-^i * — | v- 


new. 
smile. 
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Keble. 


No.  131.    SUN  OF  MY  SOUL. 


RlTTER. 


1.  Sun   of     my  soul,  thou  Sav-iour  dear,  It    is  not  night    if 


Bhz£a 


thou    be  near: 


-i~c 
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Oh,  may  no  earth-born  cloud  a-rise,     To  hide  thee  from  thy  ser-vant's  eyes. 


jE 
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2  When  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep. 
Be  my  last  thought,  how  sweet  to  rest 
Forever  on  my  Saviour's  breast. 


3  Abide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve, 
For  without  thee  I  cannot  live; 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  thee  I  dare  not  die. 
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L.    TUTTIETT. 


No.  132.    0  JESUS,  EVER  PRESENT. 

m — 112.         "J  drew  them  icith  cords  of  a  man,  with,  bands  of  love." 


K.NECHT. 


|_  —  l^L—  #-■{— g -X-m 0 * f— 0 ^— 


Je    -    sus,  ev    -  er     pres  -  ent,        O       Shep-herd,  ev  -  er 
woke      my  wond'ring  child-hood      To     muse  on  tilings  a 

•  -      -•  -•- 


kind, 
bove; 
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Thy     ver   -  y     name    is       mus  -  ie       To     ear,     and  heart,  and        mind. 
It    drew     my    hard  -  er      manhood  With  cords     of     might -y  love. 
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3  How  oft  in  darkness  fallen, 
And  wounded  sore  by  sin, 
Thy  hand  has  gently  raised  me, 
And  healing  balni  poured  in. 


•i  Thy  voice,  in  life  so  mighty, 
In  death  shall  make  me  bold: 
Oh,  bring  my  ransomed  spirit 
To  thine  eternal  fold. 


MONSELL. 
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No.  133.    REST  OF  THE  WEARY. 


_, i 


C.  E.  Kettle. 
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1.  Kest   of    the  wea -ry,  joy    to    the  sad,  Hope  of  the  drea-ry, Light  of  1  he  glad; 


^      *     <? 


a-ry,Lighto 
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Homeof  the  stranger,strengthtotheend,  Refuge  from  danger,  Saviour  and  Friend! 
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2  When  my  feet  Stumble,  I'll  to  thee  cry; 
Crown  of  the  humble,  cross  of  the  high: 
"When  my  steps  wander,  over  me  bend, 
Truer  and  fonder,  Saviour  and  Friend. 


Ever  confessing  thee,  I  will  raise 
Unto  thee  blessing,  glory,  and  praise: — 
All  my  endeavor,  world  without  end, 
Thine' to  be  ever,  Saviour  and  Friend. 
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No.  134.    OFT  OF  SELF. 
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J.  G.  Whittier.    mS— 138 


Robert  Jackson. 
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1.  What     thou     wilt,       O       Fa    -    ther,  give! 
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Let 


low 


liest      task         be      mine, 


k_3_! F^-r- 
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CHORUS. 
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Grate  -  ful, 


Jtp 


so         the     work      be       thine.  Let     the         low  -  liest 

-0 • .—^ 0 .— •— '- -, 0 P- , "fl , 
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-  ful, 


the 


work 
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be      thine. 


2  Let  me  find  the  humblest  place 
In  the  shadow  of  thy  grace; 
Let  me  find  in  thy  employ 
Peace  that  dearer  is  than  joy. 

Let  the  lowliest  task  be  mine, 
Grateful,  so  the  work  be  thine. 


3  If  there  be  some  weaker  one, 
Give  me  strength  to  help  him  on; 
If  a  blinder  soul  there,  be, 
Let  me  guide  him  nearer  thee. 
Lei  the  lowliest  task  be  mine, 
Grateful,  so  the  work  be  thine. 
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No.  135.    BREAST  THE  WAVE,  CHRISTIAN. 


J.  Stammers.    J— 92 


He  that  endureth  to  the  end  shall  be  saved.' 


1.  Breast  the    wave,  Chris-tian,  when     it       is  strong  -  est;  Watch  for     day, 

•  £2  -0- 
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SEE 
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Chris-tian,  when  the  night's  long  -  est;     On  -  ward,  and     on  -  ward  still, 


■0-         -0-       ftm           m          -&-          -*'         -*»       -*m       '**       "»"         "•"         •*■ 
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be  thine  en  -dea-vor:  The  rest  that  re -main -eth,  shall  be    for-  ev  -  er. 
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2  Fight  the  fight,  Christian,  Jesus  is  o'er  thee; 
Run  the  race,  Christian,  heaven  is  before  thee; 
He  who  hath  promised  all  faltereth  never; 
Oh,  trust  in  the  love  that  flows  on  for  ever. 

3  Lift  the  eye,  Christian,  just  as  it  closeth; 
Raise  the  heart,  Christian,  ere  it  repose th; 
Thee,  from  the  love  of  Christ,  nothing  shall  sever; 
Soon  shalt  thou  mount  upward,  praise  him  forever. 


FAITH    AND    TRUST. 


115 


No.  136.     BENEATH  THE  CKOSS  OF  JESUS. 


Elizabeth  C.  Clephane.    J— 126 

dk. 


F.  C.  Maker. 
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1.  Be  -  neath  the  cross     of        Je    -  sus 

2.  There  lies     be-neath    its     shad  -  ow,    But      on      the    fur-ther  side, 


tain  would  take  my  stand; 


i=4 
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1  y       1        • 

a     might-y    rock  With  -  in        a    wea  -  ry  land. 

an       aw  -  ful  grave  That  gapes  both  deep  and  wide. 
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The  shad  -  ow    of 
The   dark-ness  of 
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A    home  with  -  in       the    wil  -  der-ness,   A      rest     up  -  on      the     way, 
And  there     between     us  stands  the  Cross, Two  arms  outstretch'd  to     save, 


T" 
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From  tli*  burning  of     the 
Like       a     watchman  set 


S 


noon-tide  heat,  And  th'  burden  of      the  day. 
to  guard  th' way  From  that  e  -  ter  -  nal  grave. 


3  Upon  that  Cross  of  Jesus, 

Mine  eye  at  times  can  see 
The  very  dying  form  of  One, 

Who  suffered  there  for  me. 
And  from  my  smitten  heart  with  tears, 

Two  wonders  1  confess, — 
The  wonders  of  his  glorious  love, 

And  my  own  worthlessness. 


4  1  take,  O  Cross,  thy  shadow, 

For  my  abiding  place; 
1  ask  no  other  sunshine 

Than  the  sunshine  of  his  face: 
Content  to  let  the  world  go  by, 

To  know  no  gain  nor  loss, — 
My  sinful  self,  my  only  shame, — 

My  glory  all  the  Cross. 
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No.  137.    ALWAYS  WITH  US. 

-A  -  -     * 


J.  P.  Weston. 
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1.     Al-ways  with  us,      always  with  us, — Words  of  cheer  and  words  of      love; 
•'     With  us  when  the  storm  is  sweep-ing  O'er  our  path-way  dark  and  drear; 


:t=p±==gzzp-: 
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Thus  the  lis  -  eu    Sav-iour  whispers,   From  his  dwell-ing-place      a  -  hove. 
Wak-ing  hope  with  -  in    our  hos-oms,      Still-ing    ev'  -  ry     anx  -  ious  fear. 
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With  us    when  we 
With  us        iu    the 


toil     in    sad-uess,   Sow-ing  much  and  reaping 
lone  -  lv    val-lev,  AVhen  we  cross  the  chill-ing 
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none; 
stream; 
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Tell-ing    us 
Light-iDg    up 

— *— < — s-> 


1/     ! 

that     in    the    fat 
the  steps  to     glo 
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lire  Gol-den    harvests  shall  he   won. 
ry     With  sal  -  va-tion's  radiant  beam. 
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No.  138.  FAITH  IN  CHRIST  WILL  SATE  ME. 

J— 104. 

1.  Weep  -  ing  will  not     save 

2.  Work  -  ing  will  not     save 


me !  Though  my  face    were  bath'd    in    tears.  That    could  not     al- 
me !   Pur  -  est  deeds   that     1       cau    do,     Hoi  -  iest  thought  and 
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lay   my     fears.   Could  not     wash    the     siu    of      years,  Weep -ing     will  not      save       me. 
feel-ings      too,     Can -not      form    my    soul    a   -   new,   Work -ing     will  not      save       me. 
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Je  -  sus  wept  and  died     for  me; 


Je  -  sus     suf-fered  on     the  tree; 

m-     -*-       -»- 


Je  -  sus  waits    to  make  me  free 


He 


a  -   lone      ran 


save        me! 
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3  Waiting  will  not  save  me — 
Helpless,  guilty,  lost,  I  lie; 
In  my  ear  is  mercy's  cry; 
If  I  wait  I  can  but  die — 
Waiting  will  not  save  me. 


4  Faith  in  Christ  will  save  me— 
Let  me  trust  thy  weeping  Hon; 

Trust  the  work' that  he  has  done; 

To  his  arms.  Lord,  help  me  run — 

Faith  in  Christ  will  save  me. 
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No.  139.    0  JESl  S,  I  HAVE  PROMISED. 

"If  any  man  serve  me,  let  him  follow  me;  and  where  lam,  there  shall  also  my  servant  be." 
J.  E.  Bode.    J — 70.  R.  S.  Newman. 
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0      Je  -  sus,      I    have    prom  -  ised  To     serve  thee  to 


the       end; 
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My    Mas  -  ter  and     my       Friend; 
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I    shall    not  fear    the     bat    -  tie 


If 


thou    art    by 
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side, 
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Nor  wan  -  der  from    the     path-way,     If        thou  wilt  be      my       Guide. 
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2  Oh,  let  me  hear  thee  speaking 

In  accents  clear  and  still, 
Above  the  storms  of  passion, 

The  murmurs  of  self-will; 
Oh,  speak  to  re-assure  me, 

To  hasten,  or  control; 
Oh  speak,  and  make  me  listen, 

Thou  Guardian  of  my  soul. 


3  O  Jesus,  thou  hast  promised 

To  all  who  follow  thee. 
That  where  thou  art  in  glory 

There  shall  thy  servant  be; 
And,  Jesus,  I  have  promised 

To  serve  thee  to  the  end; 
Oh,  give  me,  grace  to  follow, 

My  Master  and  my  Friend. 
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No.  140.    ONE  SWEETLY  SOLEMN  THOUGHT. 
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L.  G.  Hay.vk. 


1.  One  sweet  -  ly      sol  -  emn  thought  Comes  to      me     o'er    and   o'er  ;  Near- 

2.  Near  -  er      the  bound  of        life,   Where  bur  -  dens    are    laid  down;  Near- 
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er      my    home    am     I         to  -  day  Than  e'er     I       was     be  -  fore.   Near- 
er    leav  -  ing     my  heav  -  y    cross,  Wear-ing   my     star  -  ry  crown.    Je- 
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er        my       Fa  -  ther's  house,  Where  ma   -    ny       man  -  sions    be  ;    Near- 
sus,       to       thee         1     cling,   Strengthen      my      arm        of    faith ;  Stay 
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er      the  throne  where  Je  -  sus    reigns, Near- er      the     crys  -  tal     sea. 
near     me  while    my    way-worn  feet  Press  thro'   the  stream  of    death. 
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No.  141.    SOMETIMES  A  LIGHT  SURPRISES. 


"  Unto  you  that  fear  my  name  shall  the  Sun  of  righteousness  arise  with  healing  in  his  wings." 
W.  Cowper.    J— 116.  John  Hullah. 


1.  Some  -  times  a    light  sur  -  pris  -  es    The  Christian  while  he     sings  ;      It 
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the    Lord,  who     ris   -   es     With  heal  -  ing 


his    wings.  When 
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com -forts    are      de  -  clin  -  ing,    He    grants  the     soul    a 
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2  In  holy  contemplation, 

We  sweetly  then  pursue 
The  theme  of  God's  salvation, 

And  find  it  ever  new. 
Set  free  from  present  sorrow, 

We  cheerfully  can  say, 
E'en  let  the  unknown  morrow 

Bring  with  it  what  it  may. 


-  ing,     To    cheer     it       af  -  ter    rain. 
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3  It  can  bring  with  it  nothing, 

But  he  will  bear  us  through  : 
Who  gives  the  lilies  clothing, 

Will  clothe  his  people,  too. 
Beneath  the  spreading  heavens 

No  creature  but  is  fed  ; 
And  he  who  feeds  the  ravens, 

Will  give  his  children  bread. 
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No.  142.    OH,  LET  HIM  WHOSE  SORROW. 

Oswald.  Tr.  by  F.  E.  Cox.    ^—120.  W.  A.  Blakelky. 


Trust     in       God,      and 
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p  2  Where  the  mourner  weeping 
Sheds  the  secret  tear, 
cr.  God  his  watch  is  keeping, 
dim.     Though  none  else  be  near. 

■m/3  God  will  never  leave  thee, 
All  thy  wants  he  knows, 
Feels  the  pain  that  grieves  thee, 
Sees  thy  cares  and  woes. 


p  4  All  our  woes  and  sadness, 
In  this  world  below, 

cr.   Balance  not  the  gladness 

We  in  heaven  shall  know. 

p  5  Jesus,  holy  Saviour, 

cr.    In  the  realms  above, 
mf  Crown  us  with  thy  favor, 
Fill  us  with  thy  love. 


No.  143.    WITH  WIDER  VIEWS. 

S.  Longfellow.    „ — 116.  J.  P.  Weston. 

In  marked  time.  Not  fast.  \ 


1.  With   will  -  er  views  comes  loft  -   ier 

2.  A  -  new  we  pledge  our  -  selves    to 


-r-4- — I — I 
-L<s> — a — c 


"-H 


-  *-L(S' — «-;S 


H-r>- 


ms 


*± 


*£± 


I       I       1 


goal ;    With  broad  -  er   light  more  good      to 
thee,      To       fol-low  where  thy  truth    sha 


lead; 
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With    free-dom,  more    of     self  -  con 
A  -  float  up  -  on      its   bound  -  less 
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tml.     With   knowledge  deep  -  er      rev' 
sea.      Who   sails  with  God     is      safe 


rence    be. 
in  -  deed. 
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No.  M4.    0  GOD,  THE  ROCK  OF  AGES. 


"Thou  art  the  same,  and  thy  years  shall  have  no  end." 

E.  H.  BlCKERSTETH.      J—  92. 
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O        God,   the    llock  of 

Our      years  are     like    the 

O        thou,  who   canst  not 
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rest, 
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0  GOD,  THE  ROCK  OF  AGES.— Concluded. 
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To    end-  less  yen  -  er    -    a  -  tions,  The    ev    -    er-last-  ing  thou! 

An    mi   -   re  -  main  -  ing      glo  -   ry     Of   things  that  soon    are  old. 

And  let      thy  spir  -  it     bright- en   The  hearts  thy -self    hast  biess'd. 

An  end  -  less  flow     of     pleas -ures,  An     o   -  cean  with  -  out  shores. 
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No.  145.  PEACE,  PERFECT  PEACE. 


i 
of 
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T.  Caldbeck. 
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2  Peace,  perfect  peace,  by  thronging  du-'5  Peace,  perfect  peace,  our  future  all  un- 

ties press'd:  known: 

To  do  the  will  of  Jesus,  this  is  rest.  Jesus  we  know,  and  he  is  on  the  throne. 

I 

3  Peace,  perfect  peace,  with  sorrows  surg- 1 6  Peace,  perfect  peace,  death  shadowing 

ing  round:  us  and  ours: 

On   Jesus'  bosom  nought  but  calm   is       Jesus  has  vanquish'd  death  and  all  its 
found.  powers. 


4  Peace,  perfect  peace,  with  loved  ones 
far  away: 
In    Jesus'*  keeping    we    are    safe    and 
they. 


It  is    enough:    earth's    struggles    soort 

-hall  cease, 
And  Jesus  call  us  to  heaven's  perfect 

pence. 
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No.  146.    SAYIOUR,  BLESSED  SAYIOUR. 


Godfrey  Thrixg.    w  —  152. 

v— °— * —    *     — * *— F- 


H.  A.  Prothero. 


1.  Sa  -  viour,  bless 

2.  Thou,     for       our 
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ed        Sa  -  viour,     Lis  -    ten    whilst     we      sing, 
re  -  demp  -  tion,  Cam'st    on      earth      to         die, 
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Hearts    and 
Thou,     that 
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3  Onward,  ever  onward, 

Journeying  o'er  the  road 
Worn  by  saints  before  us, 

Pressing  on  to  (iod; 
Leaving  all  In-hind  us, 

May  we  hapten  on, 
Backward  never  looking 

Till  the  prize  is  won. 


4  Higher,  ever  higher, 
Draw  us  unto  thee. 
Till  in  yonder  mansions 
We  thy  glory  see; 

Where,  with  joy  unfailing, 
Saints  and  angels  sing, 

Never  weary  raising 
Praises  to  their  King. 


LOVK. 
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No.  147.    THERE'S  A  W1DENESS  IN  GOD'S  MERCY. 


F.  W.  Fackr. 
Majestic. 
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1.  There's  a     wide  -  ness     in     God's  iner  -  cy,    Like  the     wide-ness      ot 
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good;  There  is    mer-cy  with  the  Saviour;  There  is  heal  ■ 


in     his    blood. 
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2  There  is  no  place  where  earth's  sorrows   3 

Are  more  telt  than  up  in  heaven; 
There  is  no  place  where  earth's  failings 

Have  such  kindly  judgment  given. 
There  is  plentiful  redemption 

In  the  blood  that  has  been  shed; 
There  is  joy  for  all  the  members 

In  the  sorrows  of  the  Head; 


For  the  love  of  God  is  broader 

Than  the  measure  of  man's  mind; 
And  the  heart  of  the  Eternal 

Is  most  wonderfully  kind. 
If  our  love  were  but  more  simple, 

We  should  take  him  at  his  word; 
And  our  lives  would  be  all  sunshine 

In  the  sweetness  of  our  Lord. 
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LOVE. 

Xo.  US.    THOU  HIDDEN  LOYE  OF  GOD. 


Ger.  Gerhard  Tersteegex,  Tr.  by  John  Wesley.    m — 112. 


H.  J.  E.  Holmes. 
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1.    Thou    hid  -  den     love       of    God, whose  height,  Whose  depth  un  -  fath  -  oined 
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i'  Is  there  a  thing  beneath  the  sun.  3  Each  moment  draw  from  earth  away 

That  strives  with  thee  my  heart  to  share?      My  heart,  that  lowly  waits  thy  call. 

Ah!  tear  it  thence,  and  reign  alone,  Speak  to  my  inmost  soul,  and  say,— 

The  Lord  of  every  motion  there;  "I  am  thy  Love,  thy  God,  thy  All!" 

Then  shall  my  heart  from  earth  be  free,     ,  To  feel  thy*  power,  to  hear  thy  voice, 

When  it  hath' found  repose  in  thee.  I  To  taste  thy  love,  be  all  my  choice. 
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No.  149.    THROUGH  THE  LOYE  OF  GOD. 


127 


«f— 144. 

With  animation. 


'Is  it  well  with  thee?     It  is  well." 


Edwin  Moss. 


1.  Through  the     love     of     God     our     Sa  -  viour,   All      will     be 
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well; 
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Free       and  change-less     is 


his 


fa   -  vour,   All,       all 


well. 
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Pre-cious  is      the  blood  that  heal'd  us;    Per-fect     is    the  grace  that  seal'd  us; 


Strong    the    hand  stretch'd  out      to     shield  us;     All     must     be      well. 
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2  Though  we  pass  through  tribulation, 

All  will  be  well; 
Ours  is  such  a  full  salvation, 

All,  all  is  well. 
Happy,  still  in  God  confiding; 
Fruitful,  if  in  Christ  abiding; 
Holy  through  the  Spirit's  guiding; 

All  must  be  well. 


3  We  expect  a  bright  to-morrow; 

All  will  be  well; 
Faith  can  sing  through  days  of  sorrow, 

All,  all  is  well. 
On  our  Father's  love  relying, 
Jesus  every  need  supplying, 
Or  in  living  or  in  dying, 

All  must  be  well. 
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No.  150.    SAVIOUR!    TEACH  ME,  DAY  BY  DAY. 

-108.  H.  J.  E.  Hoi 
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1.  Saviour!  teach  me,  day    by    day,  Love's  sweet  les  -  son    to      o 

2.  Teach  me  all    thy  steps  to  trace,  Strong    to      fol  -  low    in     thy 
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Sweet-er     les -son    can -not     be,—  Lov  -  ing     him    who  first  loved  me. 
Learning  how  to     love  from  thee,    Lov  -  ing     him    who  first  loved  me. 
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With     a     child  -  like  heart  of    love,       At    thy  bid-ding  may    I    move; 

Thus  may      I        re  -  joice  to  show,      That  I     feel  the  love  I      owe; 
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Prompt  to  serve  and     fol  -  low  thee,     Lov  -  ing     him   who  first  loved  me. 
Sing -ing,  till    thy    face    I      see,       Of      his     love  who  first  loved  me. 


—# —  0 0 —       — I }--  U        I  I 
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LOVE. 
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J.  P.  Weston. 


No.  151.    IMMORTAL  LOYE. 

J.  G.  Whittier.    ^ — 126. 

1.    lm  -  mor-tal    love,  for  -  ev  -  er  full,  For-  ev  -  er    flow-ing     free,     For- 

0 — 0 — 0 0 —  # * m # —  0^0 — 0- 
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— » — ■ 


— «-^ — •— — 9—d — Pv — i m — \~  m-9, — # — i 

i i r..__l WE i ^ i_15 1 i — i  — 


j  0—0 


r 

ev  -  er  shared,  for  -  ev  -  er  whole,  A 


.* 
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nev  -  er    ebb 


2  Our  outward  lips  confess  the  name, 
All  other  names  above; 
But  love  alone  knows  whence  it  came, 
And  comprehendeth  love. 


3  The  letter  fails,  the  systems  fall, 
And  every  symbol  wanes; — 
The  Spirit,  over-brooding  all, 
Eternal  Love  remains. 


No.  152.    GOD  IS  LOYE. 


Sir  John  Bowrimg.    J — 108. 


-A 1 


+- r-i-r 


T.  A.  Willis. 

-1 r 


1.  God    is    love;    his    mer-cy  brightens     All    the  paths  in  which  we  rove; 

2.  Chance  and  change  are  bus  -  y       ev  -  er;    Man  de- cays,  and  a  -  ges  move; 

■f-4— »— r~-  p     r~Ff — F — » — r~R» — i — i — i — h — ■ 1 


:fc 


i — "-^ — ■ — r — r~ J-r 
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Bliss  he  wakes  and    woe  he  light-ens;    God  is    wis  -  dom,    God  is    love. 
But  his    mer  -  cy     wan-eth  nev-er;     God  is    wis  -dom,    God  is    love. 

.— E-SE-Sl-i-f-r-'S-gl--  "— P-c**— '— f--^-«-r-»— .— g— ., 


.'5  E'en  the  hour  that  darkest  seemeth, 
Will  his  changeless  goodness  prove; 

From  the  gloom  his  brightness  streameth, 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 


4  He  with  earthly  cares  entwineth 
Hope  and  comfort  from  above; 

Every  where  his  glory  shineth; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 


130 


HOLY    SPIRIT. 


No.  153.    BENEATH  THE  SHADOW. 


S.  Longfellow.    m — 138. 
IS 


J.  P.  Weston. 


i  i  i     i/        *    i  i  L/ 

1.    Be-neaththe  shad-ow       of  the  cross,  As     earthly  hopes  re  -  move,      His 


new  com-mandment     Je  -  sus  gives,  His       bless-ed  word     of 


love. 


ES 


Oh,  bond  of  union  strong  and  deep, 
Oh,  bond  of  perfect  peace; 

Not  even  the  lighted  cross  can  harm, 
If  we  but  hold  to  this. 


Plpi 


3  Then.  Jesus,  be  the  spirit  ours, 
And  swift  our  feet  shall  move, 
To  deeds  of  pure  self-sacrifice, 
And  the  sweet  task  of  love. 


No.  154.    OUR  BLEST  REDEEMER. 


Auber.    « 
Slow. 


H.  J.  E.  Holmes. 


+-T-I , 


JW4 


mf  1.  Our  blest  Re-deem  -  er,  ere       hebreath'd  His     ten-der  last     fare-well, 
p  2.  And    his  that  gen  -  tie  voice    we  hear,    Soft     as     the  breath  of    even, 


— ^2^ k — h—E, p_q: 1 — trz — cp 


iH 


be  -  queathed  With    us     to 
each      fear,      And  speaks  of 


dwell. 
heaven. 


g=E? 


^1 


-25>- 


3  mf  And  every  virtue  we  possess, 
And  every  conquest  won, 
And  every  thought  of  holiness, 
Are  his  alone. 


4  p  Spirit  of  purity  and  grace, 

Our  weakness,  pitying,  see; 
Oh,  make   our  hearts  thy  dwelling- 
And  worthier  thee.  [place, 
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No.  155.  THY  HOME  LS  WITH  THE  HUMBLE,  LORD ! 

Anon.    ^—104.  J.  Comley. 


3=$ 

-p — *- 
-g — • 


— , —  | (- 


1.    Thy  home  is    with  the    hum  -  ble,  Lord!  The     sim-ple  are  the     nest; 
— 3-P=C-l 1 1 \-    ■  P  •    P — f 1 — «-_■_ — , , i — L_j2^_a 


-5 1 


it-4-l  1 — j-zq=j=H-E=1=g — T-F-i=g— -!— ^=p=B 

— i — — i — j — i — I — [__« 1 — ^.0 — 0 — 1.-0 — i — m — i_ — i — jj 

Thy    lodg-ing      is     in    child  -  like  hearts;  Thou  makest  there  thy     rest. 


GIRLS     VOICES. 

2  Dear  Comforter!  eternal  Love! 
If  thou  wilt  stay  with  me, 
Of  lowly  thoughts  and  simple  ways, 
I'll  build  a  house  for  thee'. 


:'.  Who  made  this  breathing  heart  of  mine 
But  thou,  my  heavenly  Guest'.' 
Let  no  one  have  it,  then,  but  thee, 
And  let  it  be  thy  rest! 


No.  15G.    COME,  HOLY  SPIRIT,  HEAYENLY  DOYE. 


Watts. 


^m 


>"/ 


J.  Walch. 


SEE 

1.  Come,  Ho  -  ly       Spir-  it,  heav'n-ly  Dove,  With  all    thy  quick'ning  pow'rs; 

2.  In  vain  we      tune  our    tor  -  mal  songs,    In  vain  we  strive    to    rise; 


^a-4-# — m- 

*  I    F 


% 


0—r<2^ 


-H — i — Hi— 1   'r    J 


■sf-7- — 0 


0- 

Kin-dle     a      name  of      sa~-  cred  love       In  these  cold  hearts  of    ours. 
Ho -san -nas    Ian  -  guish  on      our  tongues,  And  our  de  -  vo  -  tion  dies. 

0     ■•-   .Q-     . J?  I  --       -      -P-    -•'    -f2-        -•" 

=£3 


'3  And  shall  we  then  forever  live 
At  this  poor  dying  rate? 
Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  thee, 
And  thine  to  us  so  great! 


•i  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  all  thy  quick'ning  powers; 

Come,  shed  abroad  the  Saviour's  love, 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 
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No.  157.  HIS  NAME  SHALL  BE  OUR  CHORUS. 

-116.  A.  Arthur. 

In  march  lime.  ~=^z~^z    m*\    \  zr=- 

\        I 1 1 1 1 i 1 . \  — • \ 1—  m ^ — | 

HzG — m — 9 — • — f— H — • — m — t — • — ■— E* — • — * — •— 3 

0 — *-0 0 1 0 0 — L^ 9 0 • 0 0 — « -| 1 » 

1.  We  march,on ward  march, and  steadi  -  Iy  move    In  the  steps  Christ  trod  he- 
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fore 


us!  His  ban-ner    of    love   o'er  our  ranks  floats  a- hove,  While  his 
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name 


shall  be 
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CHORUS. 
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H-b 
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cho    -    rus.       We  march,    we     march,   And 
!  | 


i^-i  '         r         r         » 
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as     we  move,  Come  near  -  er    and  near-  er       Zi  -   on    we  love. 


0 0 — 0 — 0 0        0 0 — ^_     *—r~» • — • — a — ti 
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I r 

2  We  march  o'er  the  field  his  footsteps  re-   3  When  duty  is  done,  and  triumph  is  won, 

veal.  Vict'ry's  wreath  us  shall  be  given; 

And  our  Captain's  cause  our  story:  Brave  soldiers,  with  might,  let  us  strike 
His  orders  obey,  and  we  fear  not  the  way,  for  the  right, 

That  will  lead  as  on  to  glory!  Till  as  heroes,  we're  crowned  in  heaven! 

We  march,  we  march,  and  on  as  we  move.  We  march,  we  march,  and  on  as  we  move, 
Come  nearer  and  nearer  Zion  we  love.      I    Come  nearer  and  nearer  Zion  we  love. 
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J  —  120. 


No.  158.  THE  TRUMPET  CALL  OF  DUTY. 

Words  and  Music  by  Alfred  H.  Milks. 


-. — & — • — » — r0 


ra  -  ges 


Betwixt  the  false  and 


U= 


And  while  the  eon-flict 

J  J.     ^    ...    :f:  fe 
J=t t__|i_«_ 


wa  -  ges, 


:t= 


-1- 

Our  fathers  fought  before  us, 

And  triumphed  in  the  past ; 
Their  spirits  hover  o'er  us, 

And  sound  the  trumpet  blast. 
Arise  with  might  and  vigor, 

And  smite  each  error  down, 
For  they  who  serve  with  rigor 

With  joy  shall  wear  the  crown. 
The  battle  ever  rages,  &c. 


We 

-•- 
-v- 
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3  Wherever  pride  oppresses, 
Wherever  ills  abound, 
Wherever  wrong  distresses, 
Our  battle-field  is  found  ; 

Wherever  duty  calls  us, 
And  conscience  bids  us  go, 

Whatever  else  befalls  us. 
We  can  but  triumph  know. 
The  battle  ever  rages.  Arc. 
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CHRISTIAN    SOLDIERS. 

No.  159.  BRIGHTLY  GLEAMS  OUR  BANNER. 


POTTiiR.      m — 76. 

Soprano  and  Alto  voices  in  nnison. 


3=1- 

■•-—•-=1 


Arthur  Sullivan. 


-Ui 1 B 1 

■U b/ u— 


1.  Brightly  gleams  our  banner,  Pointing     to     the    sky,        Waving  wand'rers 

2.  Je  -  sus,  Lord  and  Master,      At    thy    sa  -  cred  feet,       Here  with  hearts  re- 

3.  All    our  days  di-rect    us       In    the  way  we     go,        Lead    us     on    vic- 


— -= 1 1 \t— I V— i 1 1 —i \| 1 fir-! fiV.—} 
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onward  To  their  home  on  high.  Journeying  o'er  the  desert,  Gladly  thus  we 
joic  -  ing  See  the  children  meet ;  Of  -  ten  have  we  left  thee,  Of-ten  gone  a- 
ev  -  'ry  foe 


to  -  rious  O  -  ver 
— #~H-ai P — l- 


Bid  thine  angels  shield  us  When  the  storm- 
clouds 
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pray,  And  with  hearts  u  -   ni  -  ted       Take  our  heav'nward  way. 

stray,  Keep   us,   migh-ty     Sav-iour,      In       the  nar  -  row    way. 

lower,  Par  -  don  thou  and  save   us         In       the   last  dread  hour. 


-^pT   *W- — — -  - 


CHRISTIAN    SOLDIERS. 


135 
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BRIGHTLY  GLEA3IS  OUR  BANNER— Concluded. 

CHORUS. 
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Bright  -  ly  gleams  our 
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to     the    sky, 
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Wav  -  ing    wand'-  rers    on  -  ward  To      their   home 


I 
high. 
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No.  160.    SOLDIERS  OF  CHRIST,  ARISE. 

"Put  on  the  whole  armor  of  God."  S.  J.  P.  DUNMAN. 

N         j  i  N 
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r 

/l.   Sol-  diers      of    Christ,   a    -    rise,       And      put      your     ar  -  mor     on, 
2.  Strong  in       the    Lord    of      hosts,      And       in        his    migh-ty    pow'r; 
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Strong  is  the  strength  which  God  supplies    Thro'   his       e  -   ter  -  nal     Son. 
pWho   in      the  strength  of   Je  -   sus  trusts  cr.  Is    more  than   con  -  quer  -  or. 


0j        -m-  -        g        -w-  -w-        0  -w-  ^  -w-  -w-  -w-       -r  0 -rr- 

r( v Lzzr, ( ! — l_, <: l_| j 


3  From  strength  to  strength  go  on,  mfi  That  having  all  things  done, 
Wrestle,  and  fight,  and  pray  ;  And  all  your  conflicts  past, 

er.  Tread  all  the  powers  of  darkness  down,  i'e  may  obtain,  thro'  Christ  alone, 

JFAnd  win  the  well-fought  day.  A  crown  of  joy  at  last. 
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No.  161.    ONWARD,  CHRISTIAN  SOLDIERS. 


B.  Govld. 


S.  Gee. 


1.  /     On  -  ward,  Chris-tian     sol  -  diers,  March-ins      on       to        war,; 

2.  /  Crowns  and  thrones  may  per  -  ish,     King-doins    rise    and      wane, 

3.  ff    On  -  ward,  then,    ye    *  faith  -  ful,     Join    our    hap  -  py      throng, 


With  the  cross  of 
But  the  Church  of 
Blend   with    ours     your 


Je 
Je 
voi 


sus 
sus 
ces, 


go     -     lllg 

Con  -  stant 
In        the 


on 
will 
tri 


he  -   fore. 

re  -  main. 

umph-song: 
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Voices  in  Unison, 
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Christ,  the  Roy  -  al  Mas  -  ter 
Gates  of  hell  can  nev  -  er 
Glo  -  ry,     laud,  and   lion    -    or 


Leads     a  -  gainst  the      foe: 
'Gainst  that  Church  pre  -  vail: 
Un   -    to     Christ  the      Kins:: 


>-— » * — g* •-f-9=^—\ 1 — F1 b — F r- 


For  -  ward  in  -  to  hat  -  tie, 
We  have  Christ's  own  .prom  -  ise, 
This, through  countless      a     -      ges, 


See,    his   han  -  ners 

And  that  can  -  not 
Men   and  an  -  gels 


— r — . — ?— r-rr tt~ -gi^-,_s. 
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CHRISTIAN     SOLDIERS. 

ONWARD,  CHRISTIAN  SOLDIERS.- Concluded. 

CHORUS. 
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On  -  ward,  Chris-tian 
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diers,  March-ing      on 


With 


No.  162.     OFT  IN  SORROW,  OFT  IN  WOE. 


F.  R.  Statiiam.    » — SO 
1 — 1 


G.  M.  Garrett. 
K— I -J- 


1.  m/  Oft      in       sor  -  row,  oft      in       woe,     On  -  ward, Christians,  on  -  ward 

2.  Let    your  droop  -  ing  hearts  be     glad;  March  in    heav'n-ly     ar- mor 
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:t==t= 
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go;    Bear  the  toil,  main-tain  the  stiife,Strength'n'd  with  the  Bread  of  Life, 
clad;  Fight,  nor  think  the  bat  -  tie  long,  Soon  shall  vie  -  fry  wake  your  song. 


— a — r    #  .         -g — r    i     ,fg — s — #_^_i._« — £ — *_„ — ,-. 


3  f  Onward,  then,  to  glory  move, 

More  than  conqu'rors  ye  shall  prove; 
Though  opposed  by  many  a  foe, 
Christian  soldiers,  onward  go. 


4  Jfllymns  of  glory  and  of  praise 
Father,  unto  thee  we  raise; 
Holy  Jesus,  praise  to  thee, 
With  the  Spirit,  ever  be. 
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No.  163.     LIFT  THE  ROYAL  STANDARD  HIGH. 


A.  H.  Miles. 


Alfred  H.  Miles. 


-I 1 
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Lift    the      Roy  -  al     Standard  high,     On     the  plains    of     du    -    ty, 
Call    the    young  and    call  the    old     From  the  ranks    of     er    -    ror, 
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ly    round  from    far  and    nigh,    Age     and  youth  and 
the    fear  -  ful,    call    the     bold,   Mar  -  shal  them    to  - 
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CHORUS. 
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Hal 


Le 


hi 


jah!   Hal 


lu 


jah!    This     the      watch-word, 
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Ev  -  er       on  -  ward.  Hal  -  le    -    lu 
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3  None  so  young  they  cannot  cheer, 
With  their  youthful  voices, 
None  too  old  for  welcome  here, 
With  their  kind  advices. 
Hallelujah,  &c. 


Trusting  in  the  Lord  of  hosts, 
On  his  strength  relying, 

We  may  dare,  and  daring  boast, 
Error's  power  defying. 
Hallelujah,  &c. 
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No.  1<U.    STAND  UP  FOR  JESUS. 

-I — I- 


1.  Stand  up,  stand  up    for      Je 


sus,  Ye       sol-Iiersof    the     cross;   Lift 
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It     must    not     suf  -  fer 
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vie'  -  try      un  -  to       vie'    -    try    His     ar  - 
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shall    he     lead,     Till 
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is         vanquished,  And  Christ    is     Lord     in    -    deed. 
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2  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  trumpet-call  obey; 
Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict, 

In  this  his  glorious  day: 
"Ye  that  are  men,  now  serve  him," 

Against  unnumbered  foes; 
Your  courage  rise  with  danger, 

And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 


:*  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Stand  in  his  strength  alone; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you; 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own: 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

Each  piece  put  on  with  prayer; 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 
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No.  165.     SOUND  THE  NOTE  OF  BATTLE. 

Words  and  Music  by  Alfred  H.  Miles. 
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Send  a     shout    of        tri    -    innph  Eing-ing  through  the      sky; 

Many  a       foe     be  -  hind      us,       Many  a      foe      be    -    fore; 

Christ  him  -  self    is      cap    -    tain        Of"  the  migh  -  ty      throng; 

We  are     on  -  ward  speed  -  ing      Home  to  heav'n  and        God. 
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We  are     sure       to       con  -    quer       In  the   thick  -  est    tight; 

Yet  no      ter    -    rors    seize       us,    Though  they    all         as  -  sail, 

And  though  per    -    ils    meet         us         In  the    hos   -    tile    fray, 

All  the     jour  -  ney's    dan    -   gers      We  will  glad    -    ly     dare, 
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Hea  -  ven    is      our  help 

By         the  might  of  Je 

Noth  -  ing  can     de  -  feat 

For         the   joy     and  glo 
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<;<>il      de-fends  the  right. 

We      shall  sure  pre  -    vail. 

While    he  leads    the  way. 

That        a  -  wait    us  there. 
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SOUND  THE  NOTE  OF  BATTLE.-Concluded. 


— 1 1 1 — •-   -75 1 1 


We    are  m  arch-in  g    on 


ward 


|gg 


m     0*-     -0- 


— p — * — F* — *- — *■— 

=D=±Efc=t=t= 


March-ins;    on-ward 


a     migh  -  ty 

I  -0- 


band, 


«-#- 


^m\ 


No.  166.    UPLIFT  THE  BANNER,  LET  IT  FLOAT. 


J.  Baptiste  Calkin. 


1.    Up  -  lift    the  banner!  Let  it  float  Sky-ward  and  sea-ward, high  and  wide;The 
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sun  shall  light  its  shin-ing  folds, The  Cross, on  which  the  Saviour  died.  A-men. 


2  Uplift  the  banner!  Angels  bend 
In  anxious  silence  o'er  the  sign, 

Ajid  vainly  seek  to  comprehend 
The  wonder  of  the  love  Divine. 

3  Uplift  the  banner!  Heathen  lands 
Shall  see  from  far  the  glorious  sight, 

And  nations,  gathering  at  the  call, 
Their  spirits  kindle  in  its  light. 


4  Uplift  the  banner!  Let  it  float 
Sky-ward  and  sea-ward,  high  and  wide; 

Our  glory  only  in  the  Gross, 
Our  only  hope  the  Crucified. 

5  Uplift  the  banner'.  Wide  anil  high, 
Sea-ward  and  sky-ward  let  it  shine: 

Nor  skill,  nor  might,  nor  merit  ours; 
We  conquer  only  in  that  sign.     Amen. 
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No.  167.    FORWARD!    BE  01 R  WATCHWORD. 
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Albert  Lowe. 
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Seek     the      things  be  -  fore 


1.  Forward !  he    our      watch  -  word.  Steps  and  ?oi  -  ees       joined ;     Seek     the      things  he  -  fore      us, 
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our    Ar  -  my's    head ; 


«J  I       I  .J 

Who  shall  dream  of      shrink  ■ 


ing,     By     our    Cap-tain 
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led  ?      Forward  through  the       des     - 
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Through  the  toil   and 


Jor  -  dan    flows  be 
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on   beams  with     light ! 
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2  rnf  Forward,  when  in  childhood 
Buds  the  infant  mind; 
All  through  youth  and  manhood, 

Not  a  thought  behind: 
Speed  through  realms  of  nature, 

Climb  the  steps  of  grace; 
Faint  not,  till  in  glory     ■ 
Gleams  our  Father's  face. 
Forward,  all  the  life-time, 

Climb  from  height  to  height: 
Till  the  head  be  hoary, 
Till  the  eve  be  light. 


3  /  To  the  eternal  Father 
Loudest  anthems  raise: 
To  the  Son  and  Spirit 

Echo  songs  of  praise: 
To  the  Lord  of  Glory, 

Blessed  Three  in  One, 
Be  by  men  and  angels 
Endless  honor  done. 
Weak  are  earthly  praises, 
Dull  the  songs  OI  night: 
Forward  into  triumph, 
Forward  into  Light. 
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No.  168.    ON  OUR  WAY  REJOICING. 


Frances  R.  Havergal. 
-1 U-,-1- 


1      On  our  way  re-ioie-ing    as  we  homeward  move,  Hearken  to  our  prais-es 
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O  thou  God  of    love!  Is  there  grief  or  sadness?  Thine  it    can  -  not      be! 


gftzx— "~p—  ^±=^=f=f ==^=^|^— {:=4==^=^g=j 

CEOEUS. 

Li-? I 1 l-rJ- r 1 1 j  |  ,    1 M l-r-t n 

z: 0 — 0 — # *-& — &— L; — * 1 ■ ls' — sg — i 


Is     our  sky  becloud-ed?  Clouds  are  not  from  thee!  On  our  way  re-joic-ing 
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as  we  homeward  move, Hearken  to    our  prais-es,     O    thou  God  of.    love! 
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3. 


4. 


If  with  honest-hearted  love  for  God  and  man, 
Day  by  day  thou  find  us  doing  what  we  can, 
Thou  who  giv'st  the  seed-time  wilt  give  large  increase, 
Crown  the  head  with  blessings,  fill  the  heart  with  peace. 
On  our  way  rejoicing,  «&c. 

On  our  way  rejoicing,  gladly  let  us  go; 
Conquer'd  hath  our  Leader,  vanquished  is  our  foe! 
Christ  without,  our  safety,  Christ  within,  our  joy, 
Who,  if  we  be  faithful,  can  our  hope  destroy? 
On  our  way  rejoicing,  &c. 

Unto  God  the  Father  joyful  songs  we  sing; 
Unto  God  the  Saviour  thankful  hearts  we  bring; 
Unto  God  the  Spirit  bow  we  and  adore, 
On  our  way  rejoicing  now  and  evermore! 
On  our  way  rejoicing,  &c. 
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No.  169.    WE  SING  A  LOTING  JESUS. 


Sarah  Doudney 
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"Our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  the  Lord  of  glory." 
-126. 
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Edwin  Moss. 
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1.  We     sing      a     lov  -  ing      Je  -  sus  Who    left  his  throne  a 

2.  We     sing     a     low  -  ly       Je  -sus,   No    king  -ly  crown  he 
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And  came    on   earth    to 


ran  -  som  The    chil-dren     of      his     love: 
His   heart  was  bowed  with  an  -  guish,  His    face    was  marred  and    sad; 
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How  Christ,  the  King 
O      Lord     of    our 
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dwell, 
too. 


3  We  sing  a  mighty  Jesus, 

Whose  voice  could  raise  the  dead; 
The  sightless  eyes  he  opened, 

The  famished  souls  he  fed. 
Thou  earnest  to  deliver 

Mankind  from  sin  and  shame; 
Redeemer  and  Life-giver, 

We  praise  thy  holy  name! 


4  We  sing  a  coming  Jesus; 

The  time  is  drawing  near, 
When  Christ  with  all  his  his  angels 

In  glory  shall  appear 
Lord,  save  us,  we  entreat  thee, 

In  this  thy  day  of  grace, 
That  we  may  gladly  meet  thee, 

And  see  thee  face  to  face. 
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No.  170.    GOD'S  FREE  MERCY  STREAMETH. 
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Rather  .slowly. 


A.  Eaxdegger. 
Arranged  by  A.  Arthur. 


^^-ij — i — i — — i — — 


-&-  -»!5~ 


:|=: 


ll^S 


'—- * »=F=ff 


~jN- 


-«. — X- 


1.  God's  free    mer   -    cy        streameth  Ov    -    er     all    the  world, 

2.  Lord,    up  -  on        our       blindness  Thy     pure  radiance  pour. 
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And     his     ban  -  ner 
For     thv      lov   -    ing 


gleam-eth  Ev'    -    ry-where  unfurled. 

kind-ness  Make       us    love  thee  more. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 


GOD'S  FREE  MERCY  STREAMETH— Concluded. 


CHORUS. 
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Broad  and  deep      and     glo  -  ri  -  ous,      As       the  heav'n      a     -     bove: 
Light    of    Light    shine       o'er         us,       On       our     pil    -  grim        way, 
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No.  171.    STAR  OF  MORNING,  BRIGHTLY  SHINING. 

108.     "O  God,  the  confidence  of  them  that  are  upon  the  sea."     F.  C.  Maker. 


Jane  C.  Bell 


1.  Star 

2.  Star 


of   Morning  brightly  shin-ing   On  sin's  dark  and  trou -bled  sea; 
of  Faith,  when  winds  are  mocking  All  my  toil,    I    look     to     thee; 
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Far,        far 
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3  Star  of  Hope,  gleam  on  the  billow, 
Bid  my  dark  forebodings  flee; 
Soothe  my  restless,  heaving  pillow, 
Far,  far  at  sea. 


i  Star  of  Truth,  oh,  safely  guide  me 
To  the  haven  of  the  free; 
Strong  temptations  long  have  tried  me, 
Far,  far  at  sea. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 
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No.  172.    TEN  THOUSAND  TIMES  TEN  THOUSAND. 

"Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand  stood  before  him." 

Arranged  bv  Alfred  Arthur. 
(—120.  P.  R.  Kichards. 
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1.  Teu  thou -sand  times  ten     thou  -sand,    In    spark-ling    rai  -  ment  bright, 

2.  What  rush    of     al  -    le    -    lu     -     ias     Fills    all      the  earth  and     sky; 
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the     ransom'd  saints  Throng  up    the  steeps  of    light. 

a       thou -sand  harps    Be-speaks  the    tri  -  uniph  nigh. 
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sin;         Fling  o  -  pen  wide  the  gol-den  gate,  And  let  the    vie  -  tor      in. 
made;      Oh,   joy,  for    all     its    for-mer  woes  A    thousandfold  re -paid. 
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3  Oh.  then  what  raptured  greetings 

On  Canaan's  happy  shore; 
What  knitting  severed  friendships  up, 

Where  partings  are  no  more. 
Then  eyes  with  joy  shall  sparkle, 

That  brimmed  with  tears  of  late: 
Orphans  no  longer  fatherless, 

Nor  widows  desolate. 


•4  Bring  near  thy  great  salvation, 

Thou  Lamb  for  sinners  slain! 
Fill  up  the  roll  of  thine  elect, 

Then  take  thy  power,  and  reign! 
Appear.  Desire  of  Nations, 

Thine  exiles  long  lor  home! 
Show  in  the  heaven  thy  promised  sign; 

Thou  Prince  and  Saviour,  come! 
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No.  173.    ETERNAL  LIGHT !  ETERNAL  LIGHT! 


T.    BlNNEY.      J— 112. 


Henry  L.  Mokley. 
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"God  is  light." 
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1.  E    -  ter    -    nal  Light!    e  -    ter  -  nal  Light!  How    pure  the     soul  must 

2.  The    spir  -   its     that    sur  -  round  thy  throne  May    hear  the     burn-ing 
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he,  When,  plac'd  with-in       thy  search-ing  sight,    It  shrinks  not;  hut,   with 
bliss;  But     that      is    sure  -  ly    theirs     a  -  lone,  Since  they  have  nev  -  er, 
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3  There  is  a  way  for  man  to  rise 
To  that  sublime  abode, — 
An  offering  and  a  sacrifice, 
A  Holy  Spirit's  energies, 
An  Advocate  with  God. 


4  These,  these  prepare  us  tor  the  sight 

Of  Majesty  above; 
The  sons  of  ignorance  and  night 
Can  dwell  in  the  Eternal  Light, 

Thvoueh  the  Eternal  Love. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  174.    PSALM  OF  LIFE. 

H.  W.  Longfellow.    m — 96. 
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.s.  J.  P.  Dustman. 
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1.  Tell  me   not      ill  mournful  numbers,  Life  is     but     an  emp-ty  dream; 

2.  Not  en  -  joy  -  ment,  and  not  sor-row,  Is     our    des-tin'd  end  and  way, 
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For  the    soul      is  dead  that  slumbers,  And  things  are     not  what  they  seem. 
But    to       act,   that  each  to  -  mor-row  Find  us       far  -  ther  than  to  -  day. 
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Life  is     re  -    al    life     is     eam-est!  And  the    grave     is    not    its    goal: 
Let   us,  then,    be     up    and     do  -  ing,  With  a     heart    for    an  -  y      fate; 
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Dust  thou  art,     to   dust  re  -  turn -est,  Was  not  apok  -  en     of    the  soul. 

Still    a-chiev  -  ing,  still  pur-  su  -  ing,Learn  to    la  -  bor,  and    to     wait. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 


No.  175.    THY  FATHER'S  VOICE  IS  CALLING. 

J.  Page  Hopps.    ^ — 112.  J.  Walch. 
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1.  Hark,  hark,  my  soul!  thy  Father's  voice  is     call  -  ing,  E'en  now  it  breathes  o'er 
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life's  dark  troubled  sea:    That  gracious  voice  like  heavenly  dew  is    fall 
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Hark,  hark,  my  soul!    the     Fa -ther  calls  for  thee.  Fa  -  ther     of  mer - 
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of  love!  Thee  would  we     fol  -  low    to 


our  dear  home    a 


bove. 
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2.  Hark,  hark,  my  soul!  from  heaven  that  voice  is  pleading 

With  thee,  ere  evil  days  draw  darkly  near: 
Now,  iu  thy  dawn,  the  Father's  hand  is  leading 
From  siu  and  shame,  from  sorrow,  doubt,  and  fear. 
Father  of  mercy,  &c. 

3.  Hark,  hark,  my  soul!  still,  still  that  voice  is  sounding 

Like  music  sweet  from  some  far  distant  shore. 
While  angel  bands,  our  daily  path  surrounding, 
Lead  God's  dear  children  on  for  evermore. 
Father  of  mercy,  &c. 
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No.  176.    GENTLY,  AS  NIGHT'S  SHADOWS  STEALING. 

Amos  Denison.  J.  B.  D. 
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1.    Gent  -  ly, 


as  night's    sha  -  dows  steal  -  ing,  From 
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ifa*%  whisp'reth     to      hearts,     re  -  veal  -  ing        Thee, 
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2  Beacon  light,  the  way  discerning 
O'er  the  sea: 
Hope,  our  wayward  souls  returning, 
Leads  to  thee. 


nigh. 
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3  Sweet  as  dews  from  flowers  distilling, 
On  the  wind: 
Charity,  its  trust  fulfilling, 
Maketh  kind. 


No.  177.    FOR  THY  MERCY  AND  THY  GRACE.- Chorale. 

"So  teach  us  to  number  our  days,  that  ice  nun/  apply  our  hearts  unto  wisdom." 
J — 74.  W.  Smallwood. 
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1.  /  For  thy      mer  -  cy      and   thy  grace,  Faithful  through  an  -  o  -  ther  year, 
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Hear  our  song 
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of  thank-ful  -  ness; 
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Je  -  sus,   our     Re-deem-er,    liear. 
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2  mp  In  our  weakness  and  distress, 

Rock  of  strength,  be  thou  our  stay 
In  the  pathless  wilderness 
Be  our  true  and  living  way. 


.".  Keep  us  faithful,  keep  us  pure, 
Keep  us  evermore  thine  own; 
Help,  oh,  help  us,  to  endure, 
Fit  us  for  the  promised  crown. 


I 


152 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


No.  178.    THE  MOON,  WALKING  IN  BRIGHTNESS. 


F.  R.  Havergal.    J— 100 
Quietly.  Boys'  or  Girls'  Voices 


A.  Randegger. 
Adapted  by  A.  Arthur. 
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1.  Not  long    a  -  go    the  moon  was  dark, No  light  she  gave  or 

2.  Look  up      to    him  who   is     the  sun,  The  true  and  on  -  ly 
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gained;     She 
Light,      And 
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did     not      look    up  -  on      the      sun,     So       all    her  glo  -  ry  waned, 
seek     the      glo   -  ry       of       his    face,    His   smile  so  dear  and  bright, 
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CHORUS. 
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Now  through  the  sky  so  broad  and  high. In  robes  of  shin-ing  white-ness,  A- 
Then,  mak-ing  glad-ness  all     around,  By  gen -tie- ness  and    right-ness,  You, 
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mong  the  solemn  stars  of  God. She  walks  in  brightness. 
too/shall  shine  with  light  divine,  And  wake  in  brightness. 
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No.  179.    WORDS  ARE  THINGS  OF  LITTLE  COST. 


J.  G.  Fleet. 


J— 92. 


O.  It.  Barnicott. 


1.  Words  are  things  of 
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lit  -  tie   cost,  Quifk-lv 
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ken,  Quick-ly 

-0- 


.0.  -m.  -m- 
V—0—0~r£ — S— £ 


lost;    We    for  -get  them,  but  they  stand 
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Wit-ness 


Oil,  how  often  ours  have  been 
Idle  words,  and  words  of  sin; 
Words  of  anger,  scorn  or  pride, 
Or  deceit  our  faults  to  hide; 
Envious  tales,  or  strife  unkind, 
Leaving  hitter  thoughts  behind. 


there. 
-&- 


3  Grant  us,  Lord,  from  day  to  day, 
Strength  to  watch,  and  grace  to'  pray: 
May  our  lips,  from  sin  set  free, 
Love  to  speak  and  sing  of  thee, 
Till  in  heaven  we  learn  to  raise 
Hymns  of  everlasting  praise. 


A.  Hutchinson 


No.  180.    KIND  WORDS  CAN  NEYER  DIE. 

Adapted  from  Hieudel  by  Sir  John  Goss. 
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blest,     God  knows  how  deep  they  lie,  Stor'd  in    the  breast; 
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i  ill  I'll 

1.  Kind  words  can  nev-er  die,  Cher-  ish'd  and      blest,     God  knows  how  deep  they  lie,  Stor'd  in   the  breast; 
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Like  childhood's  simple  rhymes,  Said  o'er  a     thousand  times.  Ay,  in  all  years  and  climes  Distant   and    near. 
*  -       -  .  .         0*0 
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girls'  voices  only. 
Sweet  thoughts  can  never  die, 

Though,  like  the  flowers, 
Their  brightest  hues  may  fly 

In  wintry  hours. 
But  when  the  gentle  dew 
Gives  them  their  charms  anew, 
With  many  an  added  hue, 

They  bloom  again. 


3  Our  souls  can  never  die, 
Though  in  the  tomb 
We  may  all  have  to  lie, 
Wrapped  in  its  gloom. 
What  though  the  flesh  decay, 
Souls  pass  in  peace  away, 
Live  through  eternal  day 
With  Christ  above. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 


No  181.    HOSANNAH  IN  THE  HIGHEST. 


if— 126. 
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1      Ho  -  sail  -  nah    in 
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Words  and  Music  by  Alfred  H.  Miles. 
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the  high -est! 


A  -  woke  the  joy  -  ous  mom, When 
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an  -  gels     sang     his      era  -  die     song,  And  heav'n  was  full       of     joy. 


2  Hosannah  in  the  highest! 

Arose  the  joyous  song, 
When  o'er  the  slopes  of  Olivet 

The  Saviour  rode  along; 
The  children  gathered  round  him, 

Their  joyful  song  to  raise, 
The  mountain  echoes  joined  them, 

And  the  earth  was  full  of  praise. 


3  Hosannah  in  the  highest! 

Oh,  let  us  join  the  throng 
Who  yet  maintain  the  glad  refrain, 

The  universal  song; 
With  angel  hymns  unending 

Our  feebler  powers  employ, 
And  loud  hosannahs  blending 
Fill  both  heaven  and  earth  with  joy. 


J  —  120. 
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No.  182.    THE  REAPER'S  SONG  IS  RINGING. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Alfred  H.  Miles. 
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The  reaper's  song    is        ring  -  im 
The  Winter's  gloom-y       hours, 


A  -  round  the  gathered  grain  ;  Let 
They  but    prepared  the  way     For 
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us      u-nite     in        sing-ing,   And    swell  the    glad     re -train;    To 

Spring-time's  gentle     show-ers,   And    Sum-mer's  gen   -   ial   ray;    And 


TO 
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him     for    our     sus    -   tain  -  ing,  Who  blessed  the  willing  ground, With 

now    with  rap  -  ture       gaz  -  ing     On     Autumn's  fruitful  prime,  Let 
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That     har  -  vests  might  a -bound. 
The     Hus  -  bandman    Di  -  vine. 


r-r-r- 


3  The  barns  that  late  were  empty 

Are  tilled  with  golden  grain  ; 
The  orchards  hang  with  plenty, 

And  we  rejoice  again. 
Oh,  let  us  raise  him  ever 

The  songs  of  hearts  that  glow, 
And  praise  the  mighty  Giver, 

From  whom  all  blessings  How. 


Ye  little  ones  grow  bolder 

In  singing  praise  to  God  ; 
Ye  stronger  ones  and  older  _ 

Unite  to  praise  the  Lord.' 
O  God,  our  songs  upraise  we 

As  with  the  sheaves  we  bow. 
With  all  thy  works  we  praise  thee, 

Accept  our  worship  now. 
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No.  1S3.    BOUNTIFUL  GIVER. 


Amos  Dexisox.    ^— 100. 
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2  Bountiful  Giver, 

Sovereign  of  Light, 
Suns  beam  thy  splendor, 

Stars  sing  thy  might  ; 
Heavens  gleaming  altars 

Thy  throne  surround, 
Life,"  light  eternal 

In  thee  are  found. 


Bountiful  Giver. 

Spirit  Divine, 
May  our  hearts'  blossoms 

Hear  fruit  like  thine  ; 
Grant  tires  immortal 

Our  souls  to  flame, 
Till  they  resplendent, 

Honor  thy  name. 


HARVEST  HOME. 
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No.  184.    COME,  YE  THANKFUL  PEOPLE,  COME. 

Sir  G.  J.  Elvey. 
-*-J l-r-i 1 1— f-| N— j -j-p. 1 -I  —j 


1.  Come,    ye  thank-ful  peo  -  pie,  come,  Raise  the  song     of    har  -  vest- home: 

2.  We      ourselves  are  God's  own  field,  Fruit    un  -  to       his  praise  to     yield: 
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All       is    safe  -  ly    gath-er'd       in,     Ere     the    win  -  ter  storms  be  -  gin: 
Wheat  and  tares    to  -  geth  -  er    sown,  Un    -  to      joy      or    sor  -  row  grown: 


-4— r-l N 1 1— r— I 


-<s- — f 


j— * *-ElgZZtt^ZT=^iZZ 


God    our    Ma  -  ker  doth    pro  -  vide  For     our  wants  to       be     sup  -  plied: 
First    the  blade,  and  then  the      ear,  Then    the  full    corn  shall    ap  -  pear: 
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Come    to  God's  own  tern -pie,   come,  Raise  the     song    of    har  -  vest -home! 
Grant,   O    har -vest  Lord,  that    we  Wholesome  grain  and  pure  may     be. 
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3  For  the  Lord  our  God  shall  come, 
And  shall  take  his  harvest  home; 
From  his  field  shall  in  that  day 
All  offences  purge  away; 
Give  his  angels  charge  at  last 
In  the  fire  the,  tares  to  cast; 
But  the  fruitful  ears  to  store 
In  his  garner  evermore. 
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Then,  thou  Church  triumphant,  come, 
Raise  the  song  of  harvest-home! 
All  are  safely  gathered  in, 
Free  from  sorrow,  free  from  sin: 
There  forever  purified. 
In  God's  garner  to  abide: 
Come,  ten  thousand  angels,  come, 
Raise  the  glorious  harvest-home! 
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No.  185.    HO!  REAPERS  OF  LIFE'S  HARVEST. 

A.  Arthur. 


1.  Ho!   reap-ers    of   life's  har-vest,  Why  stand' with  rust-ed  blade,   l"n- 

2.  Thrust  in   your  sharpen' d  sic-kle,   And     gath-er     in    the  grain,  The 
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til  the  night  drawsnnmd  thee,  And      day   be -gins  to      fade; 
night  is    fast  ap-proach-ing,     And      soon  will  come  a  -  gain. 
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stand  ye      i  -  die    wait-ing     For      reap-ers    more    to      come,        The 
Mas-ter  calls  for     reap-ers,    And     shall  he     call     in      vain!         Shall 


gol  -  den    morn    is      pass  -  ing, 
sheaves  lie     there  un  -  gath-er'd, 
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Why     sit      ye 
And  waste  up 


i    -    die,  dumb, 
on       the  plain  ? 


3  Come  down  from  hill  and  mountain, 

In  morning's  ruddy  glow, 
Xor  wait  until  the  dial 

Points  to  the  noon  below; 
And  comes  in  stronger  sinew, 

Nor  faint  in  heat  or  cold, 
And  pause  not  till  the  evening 

Draws  round  its  wreath  of  gold. 
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4  Mount  up  the  heights  of  wisdom, 

And  crush  each  error  low, 
Keep  hack  no  words  of  knowledge 

That  human  hearts  should  know. 
Be  faithful  to  thy  mission, 

In  service  of  thy  Lord, 
And  then  a  golden  chaplet 

shall  be  thy  just  reward. 
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No.  186.    GLORIOUS  THINGS  OF  THEE  ARE  SPOKEN. 


_^ 1     _i 1 1. 


Arthur  S.  Sullivan 
~l 1 1 l-rd 1 


J.  Newton.    J— 116. 
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L.  m/ Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spo- ken,  Zi  -  on,  (Jit  -  y      of    our  God;  He,  whose 
2.     Thine  the  streams  of  living'  waters,  Springing  from  the  throne  above;  Thith-er 
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Kock  of     A  -    ges    founded, What  can  shake  thy  sure  re  -  pose?  With    sal- 
faint  while  such    a      riv  -  er    Ev  -  er     will  their  thirst  assuage;  Grace, which, 
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va-tion's  walls  surrounded, Thou  may'st  smile  at  all    thy  foes. 
like    the  Lord,  the  Giv  -  er,  Nev  -  er    fails  from  age  to     age  ? 
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A  -  men. 
A  -  men. 


On  their  way,  around  them  hovering, 

Pillared  cloud  or  fire  appear, 
For  a  glory  and  a  covering; 

Showing  that  the  Lord  is  near. 
From  their  banner  thus  deriving 

Light  by  night  and  shade  by  day, 
Bread  from  heaven,  all  heart-reviving, 

For  their  daily  food  have  they. 


4  Saviour,  we  of  Zion's  City, 

Members  through  thy  grace  became; 
Though  the  world  deride  or  pity, 

We  will  glory  in  thy  name. 
Fading  is  the  worldling's  pleasure, 

All  his  boasted  pomp  and  show; 
Solid  joys  and  lasting  treasure 

None  but  Zion's  children  know.  Amen. 
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No.  187.    A  YOICE  FROM  EAST  TO  WEST. 

E.  L.  E.    ^ — 104.  J.  Baptiste  Calkin. 
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1.     A     voice    from     east       to     west,       A        call    from  mount  to        sea, 

2.  From  far    -    off      north  -  ern    pine,    From    Cit  -  y's     rest  -  less    heart, 
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Sounds  through  our    land     so    blest,  "Who  will     go     forth  with  me?    The 
From         prai  -  rie     and    from  mine,  From  tern  -  pie      and  from  mart,  The 
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ri  -  pen'd  fields  are  white  to  -  day;    The  har-vest  lab'rers — where  are  they  ?" 
call      resounds— a     liv  -  ing     cry:    My  heart  responds,  "Here,  Lord,  ami." 


£rr#=fc# 


organ. 


3  "  'Tis  down  by  valleys  deep 

My  servants'  way  1  lead; 
'Tis  up  by  many  a  steep 

Where  fainting  feet  may  bleed." 
Let  life  go  on  with  song  or  sigh, 
My  heart  repeats,  "Here,  Lord,  am  I." 


4  "Who  walks  and  works  with  me 

Shall  in  my  joy  abide; 
Shall  share  my  victory, 

And  all  my  heaven  beside." 
With  thee  to  live,  to  toil,  to  die — 
It  is  enough:     '"Here,  Lord,  am  I." 
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No.  188.    SPEED  ON  THY  WORD. 

"Pray  Jar  us,  that  the  Word  of  the  Lord  may  have  free  course.'" 
?S  _l      lj I I _N | _| . 


—J  — # — > — *-•-     # — 0 


Bark  worth. 


■I — «=N— jr—j— -1-5— 
l  love  and  lij 

— s-n— , cz c, ! pzch__^_pzz 


1.  Lord  of  all  pdw'r  and  might,Father  of  love  and  light, Speed  on  thy  Word: 


wide  world    a  -  round. 


2  Hail,  blessed  Jubilee: 
Thine,  Lord,  the  glory  be; 

Hallelujah! 
Thine  was  the  mighty  plan, 
From  thee  the  work  began; 
Away  with  praise  of  man, 

Glory  to  God! 


Lo,  what  embattled  foes, 
Stern  in  their  hate,  oppose 

God's  holy  Word: 
One  for  his  truth  we  stand, 
Strong  in  his  own  right  hand, 
Firm  as  a  martyr-band; 

God  shield  his  Word. 


2nd  HYMN  TO  SAME  MUSIC. 

'God  said,  Let  there  be  light,  and  there  was  light." 


1  Thou,  whose  almighty  word 
Chaos  and  darkness  heard 

And  took  their  flight, 
Hear  us,  we  humbly  pray, 
And,  where  the  Gospel's  day 
Sheds  not  its  glorious  ray, 

Let  there  be  light. 

2  Thou,  who  didst  come  to  bring, 
On  thy  redeeming  wing, 

Healing  and  sight, 
Health  to  the  sick  in  mind, 
Sight  to  the  inly  blind, 
Oh,  now,  to  all  mankind, 

Let  there  be  light. 


3  Spirit  of  truth  and  love, 
Life-giving,  holy  Dove, 

Speed  forth  thy  flight: 

Move  mi  the  water's  face, 
Bearing  the  lamp  of  grace, 
And  in  earth's  darkest  place 
Let  there  be  light. 

4  Holy  and  Blessed  Three, 
Glorious  Trinity, 

Wisdom,  Love,  Might, 
Boundless  as  ocean's  tide, 
Rolling  in  fullest  pride, 
Through  the  world,  far  and  wide, 

Let  there  be  light. 
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No.  189.    GO,  THOU  MIGHTY  GOSPEL. 

"Gird  thy  sword  upon  thy  thigh,  O  most  Mighty." 


»4 


Callcott. 


-J l-r— 


--  -j-r i T       i — m * — F-^—- 1- 

% ]•-  =3— ^= 

1.    Hark!       the    swell  -  ing    breez  -  es, 


-  # 


:*z±~; 


ing     from     a    -    far, 

-• #- 
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from       the     ho    -    ly 

# —  I (2 f  H L # m 1 
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Bring      the  sounds     of         con  -  rlict     from       the     ho    -    ly         war. 


3«==^ 


3»= 


:tr 


=3= 


n=j=t=^ 


:=£ 


«- 


God 


is      with     our 


ar    -    mies, 


he 


U  i      •    * 

the    word     has    giv'n, 


\ 


E£=3 


P-g:: 


-&-T 


(51 r- • 


i^i 


is    watch -ing  o'er 


g=gj=j -l-l rrt=zt=ji 


you,  mes  -  sen  -  gers 


of  heav'n 


5= 

-<5>- 

men. 


2.  Go,  thou  mighty  Gospel,  conquering  on  thy  way; 
Night  upon  the  mountains  changes  into  day; 
Idols  bow  before  thee,  heathen  temples  fall: 
ISoon  the  world  shall  own  thee  victor  over  all. 

3.  Oh,  thou  blessed  Saviour,  reigning  now  on  high, 
May  thy  faithful  soldiers  find  thee  ever  nigh. 
Bid  the  glorious  mission  speed  from  sea  to  sea, 
Till  the  whole  creation  worship  only  thee. 


MISSIONS. 

No.  190.    "SEND  FORTH  THY  HERALDS." 
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William  C.  Bryant. 


Kev.  S.  J.  P.  Duxman. 


-•-      -»-•!,      #  P    -0-  '  -0-  -0-  P    -0-  •■&* 


1/ 

1.  Look  from  thy  sphere  of  end-less  day,  O  God      of    mer  -  cy  and  of  might! 

2.  Send  forth  thy  heralds,  Lord,  to  call  The  tho't-lessyoung,the  harden'd  old, 


o-r r — * — i  »   *   # — 0 — -s — !-•— *— P — • • — rl 1 1 s — r*       * — P — I 


-IrfeH— H — ^ — — H ^— ' H n — i — — H >*— J— j 

#_c 1 #    c — *_s r^  •   .^— .J. 


In     pit  -  y  look  on  those  who  stray, Be-night-ed,    in    this  land     of  light. 
A    scattered, homeless  flock, till  all    Begath-er'd    to    thy  peace-fnl  fold. 


m^ 


t-  ■  -p-  -p- 

-j- izzzbz 

-p-^-P — p- 

1 tr-p 


t * — fr 


, n_j i_r4 i 


1 r-H Pt 1 r-J 1 , 0 ra|— ; I- 1 1 

r-J3FHr*-*r-z3=-#-- d—*-x*— 0 — •— r- 1—        --=■ 


In    peopled  vale,  in  lone  -  ly  glen,  In  crowded    mart,  hy  stream  or    sea, 
Then  all  these  wastes, a  dreary  scene,  That  make  us    sad -den    as       we  gaze, 


lzz=M 


p-  -0- 

zt 


z=±z 


in 


c # — 0 — jzzcg — • — 0 — g_ l^:  jfj — ,- 


i=t= 


S=^F 


I 


How  ma  -  ny     of    the  sons  of  men  Hear  not  the  message  sent  from  thee! 
Shall  grow  with  Iiv-ing  wa-ters  green,  And  lift  to  heav'n  the  voice  of  praise. 

.0-    .0. 
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No.  191.    HEAR  YE  NOT  JEHOVAH'S  ORDERS. 


Rev.  Geo.  L.  Spining 


M.  Bost. 


Sbe 


Hear      ye        not        Je  -    ho 

Hear     ye       not        Je  -    ho 

Cast     thy     bread     up  -    on 

-(=?-  42. 
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vah's 
vah's 
the 
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or  -  ders  High  a- 

or  -  ders  High  a- 
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bove  the  east 
bove  the  west 
seed     o'er         all 
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ern  sea! 

ern  sea! 

the  sod, 
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on,         rise!     en- 
on,  rise!     en- 

tlie         hands    of 
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large     thy  bor  -  ders,  Lo! 

large     thy  bor  -  ders,  Lo! 

sons      and  daugh-ters  Sow 
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1— 
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tions  flock  to 
tions  flock  to 
ti  -  nent     for 


r 


s — •— rl 


~& — ' 

thee!" 

thee!" 

God. 


CHORUS. 
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HEAR  YE  NOT  JEHOVAH'S  ORDERS.— Concluded 


heart 
heart 
heart 


or 
or 
or 


home  may 

home  may 

home  may 

i  \-~ 
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Help 

Help 
And 
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to      wit 
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Lord, 
Lord, 
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for 
for 
for 


thee, 
thee. 
thee. 
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No.  192.    SOUND  YE  THE  TRUMPET  PEAL. 

„  —  120.  Words  and  Music  by  Alfred  H.  Miles. 

-4—. — ! 1 ,-,-4. 1 


1.  Sound  ye       the    train -pet    peal        A  -  cross  each    nar  -  row  sea,      Till 

2.  Send    ye       the     war-riors  forth     L'n    -  to    each     dis  -  taut  zone.     Till 

-*-  ~fl  -0-  «.       _£2-. 


mm 


HI 


men    ev  -  'ry- where  shall  feel  The 
and  west,  and  south  and  north  Shall 


- 

truth  that  makes  them  free. 
Je  -  sus'    kim,' -ship    own. 


wm 


3  Soldiers,  your  zeal  inflame. 
Cast  not  your  armor  down, 
For  they  who  fight  in  Jesus'  name, 
With  him  shall  wear  the  crown. 


•1  Captain  of  all  our  host. 
Hasten  victorious  day. 
When  all  men  everywhere  shall  boast 
Thy  universal  sway. 
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No.  193.    HAIL  TO  THE  BRIGHTNESS. 


T.  Hastings. 


the  bright-ness     of       Zi  -  on's   glad  movn-ing! 
the  bright-ness     of       Zi  -  on's    glad  morn-ing, 


1.  Hail 

2.  Hail 


r — r — r 

-L_-| 1- 


-■*&- 


1 


in 
of 


Joy         to         the      lands    that 
Long       by         the    proph  -  ets 

#-* — B> »-- # — I • • —  t— 

— r i; 2       i 1 F3-^ 


dark  -  ness     have      lain! 
Is    -    ra'l     fore  -    told: 


30£ 


-#-  -(2- 


flS 


-rt — i- 


-N-rH 


Hush'd 
Hail 


be         the      ac  -  cents      of      sor    -  row      and  mourn-ing; 
to         the     mil  -  lions     from  bond  -  age        re  -  turn  -  ing; 


m  If  ■  C      f-J- 


F— *: 


zzftzff— 


Zi    -    on 

Gen   -  tile 


in         tri  -  umph      be  -  gins       her      mild    reign, 
and    Jew       the      blest  vis    -    ion         be  -    hold. 


^4t~S— F F F- 


M 


Mm^m^M 


3.  Lo!  in  the  desert  rich  flowers  are  springing, 

Streams  ever  copious  are  gliding  along; 
Loud  from  the  mountain-tops  echoes  are  ringing, 
Wastes  rise  in  verdure,  and  mingle  in  song. 

4.  See,  from  all  lands— from  the  isles  of  the  ocean, 

Praise  to  Jehovah  ascending  on  high; 
Fallen  the  engines  of  war  and  commotion; 
Shouts  of  salvation  are  rending  the  sky. 


MISSIONS. 

No.  194.    COME,  LABOR  OX. 


BORTHWICK.     J— 116 

With  spirit. 
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Arranged  by  A.  Arthur. 
J.  E.  .Stewart. 


1.  Come, 

2.  Come, 


la    -    bor 

la    -    bor 


on. 
on. 


Who    dares    stand       i    • 
Claim     the      high     call 


die 

ing 


on 
an 


~f       — p"~         » —  — * — I — 

1 1 ,<_  H_  L 


the 

gels 


1 P H • 0 m 1 — 1 ' ' 1 


har  -  vest  plain,  While  all       a-  round  him  waves  the     gol  -  den  grain? 
can  -  not    share — To    young  and     old      the    Gos  -  pel  -  glad  -  ness  bear: 


And     to    each  ser-vant  does  the    Mas-ter     say,      "Go,  work  to  -  day." 
Ke  -  deem  the  time;  its  hours  too  swift-ly        fly,        The  night  draws  nigh. 


-0 0 0 T—& m r— 

_ — _ — L^-iB—Lfy      * — e— n=z_: 


3  Come,  labor  on.  5  Come,  labor  on. 

The  laborers  are  few,  the  field  is  wide,  No  time  for  rest, till  glows  the  western  sky , 

New  stations  must  be  till'd  and  blanks  While  the  long  shadows  o'er  our  pathway 

supplied  lie, 

From  voices  distant  far,  or  near  at  home,  And  a  glad  sound  comes  with  the  setting 
The  call  is,  "Come."  "Servants,  well  done."        [sun — 

•1  Tome,  labor  on.  6  Come,  labor  on. 

Away  with  gloomy  doubts  and  faithless  The  toil  is  pleasant,  the  reward  is  sure, 

fear!  Blessed  are  those  who  to  the  end  endure; 

Xo  arm  so  weak  but  may  do  service  here:  How  full  their  joy,   how  deep  their  rest 
By  feeblest  agents  can  onr  God  fulfill  shall  be, 

liis  righteous  will.  0  Lord,  with  thee! 
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No.  195.    CALL  THEM  IN!  THE  POOR,  THE  WRETCHED. 


ji— 116. 


1 1 1— I— 


Words  and  Music  by  Alfred  H.  Miles. 

1 i r-J 4— 


£ 


^E^^E^EE£E|=feEE^feJ=fl 


1.  "Call  them  in!"  the  poor, the  wretched, Sin-stain'dwand'rers  from  the  fold; 
9.     -«.     .#.     .p.    .0.      J 

»-*-# 1 rfc—        — t '  r» * m %—rf m «> t. 


-»-         --»-    -*-    -•-    ■*-    -»-     J 
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i-#— J— I- 


4-^-4—+ 


±=IE 


Peace  and  par-don    free  -  ly      of-fer,  Can  you  weigh  their  worth  with  gold  ? 


;=-#— • *  — » *— r~f — +ts S  — f  • 


at 
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:i±d— l=l=]-c=r= 
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"Call  them  in!"  the  weak, the  wea-ry,      La -den  with  the    doom  of 

I       -  I  J 
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Bid  them  come  and    rest    in    Je  -  sns,  He     is    waiting: — "Call  them    in!' 

N      M    m 
0  -•-  -f - 


r- 


2  "Call  them  in!"  the  Jew,  the  Gentile; 
Bid  the  stranger  to  the  feast: 
"Call  them  in!"  the  rich,  the  nohle, 
From  the  highest  to  the  least. 
Forth  the  Father  runs  to  meet  them, 
He  hath  all  their  sorrows  seen; 
Rohe,  and  ring,  and  royal  sandals, 
Wait  the  lost  ones; — "Call  them  in!" 


f-ff— r^j — |r-  rr    r    f^fl 


3  "Call  them  in!"  the  broken-hearted, 
Cowering  'neath  the  brand  of  shame; 
Speak  love's  message  low  and  tender, — 
'Twas  for  sinners  Jesus  came. 
See!  the  shadows  lengthen  round  us, 
Soon  the  day-dawn  will  begin; 
Can  you  leave  them  lost  and  lonely  ? 
Christ  is  coming — "Call  them  in!" 


c 


MISSIONS. 

No.  196.     HALLELUJAH,  JEHOVAH  IS  KINO. 
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S—  12ti. 


Words  and  Music  by  A.  II.  Miles. 


1.  Hal  -  le    -    hi  -  jah,    hal  -  le 
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sing;    For      Je  -  ho  -  vah 
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Hal 


l^i 


le  -  hi  -  jah,  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah, 
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3== 


him     will      we  call. 
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-0         (2- 
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2  Hallelujah.  Hallelujah,  was  the  jubilant  strain 

That  the  bright  angels  chanted  o'er  Bethlehem's  plain, 
When  they  sang  the  good  tidings  and  published  peace, 
Hallelujah,  Hallelujah,  their  song  shall  not  cease. 

3  Hallelujah,  Hallelujah,  to  Jesus  the  Son: 
Hallelujah,  Hallelujah,  salvation  is  won; 
Hallelujah  to  the  Father  and  the  Saviour  of  men, 
Hallelujah,  Hallelujah,  Hallelujah,  Amen. 
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No.  197.    AMERICAN  HYMN. 


Oliver  Wendell  Holmes.J— 116. 

-^=-\ 1 1— ,— I 1 1 


M.  Keller. 

-4 1 — ]__ 
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1.     An  -  gel    of       peace,    thou  hast     wan  -  der'd  too     long, 
-<s>-        -0-  -»-     -&- 

L !  - V-  * 


Spread  thy  white  wings      to    the 

-tSr 
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peace,   thou  hast 
D.S. 


ing    bil 
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lows  of  song. 
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1~ 

wait  -  ed    too  long. 

2  Brothers  we  meet,  on  this  altar  of  thine, 
Mingling  the  gifts  we  have  gathered  for 
thee; 
Sweet  with  the  odors  of  myrtle  and  pine, 
Breeze  of  the  prairie  and  breath  of  the 
sea; 
Meadow  and  mountain,  and  forest  and  sea, 
Sweet  is  the  fragrance  of  niyrt  le  and  pine; 
Sweeter  the  incense  we  offer  to  thee, 
Brothers  once  more  round  this  altar  of 
thine. 


3  Angels  of  Bethlehem  answer  the  strain; 
Hark!  a  new  birth-song  is  filling  the  sky! 
Loud  as  the  storm-wind  that  tumbles  the 
main, 
Bid  the  full  breath  of  the  organ  reply; 
Let  the  loud  tempest  of  voices  reply, — 
Roll  its  long  surge  like  the  earth-shak- 
ing main! 
Swell  the  vast  song  till  it  mounts  to  the 
sky! 
Angels  of  Bethlehem  echo  the  strain. 
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No.  198.  THE  LAND  WE  LOYE  THE  MOST. 
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^—100.  E.  Prout. 

--\ 1 1-,-H = , ,— r^ 1 1 — .— 1~ 


1.  Lord!  while  for  all  man-kind    we  pray,  Of     ev  - 'ry  clime  and  coast,    Oh, 

2.  U  -  nite    us     in     the    sa  -  ered  love    Of  knowledge, truth, and  thee:  And 

— — . , • P      ,P    '       P- ft #_rg_jjJ 0 #_    (B2_i 
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hear    us    for    our     na  -  tive  land, The  land    we      love    the     most.      Oh, 
let    our  hills  and    val  -  leys  shout  The  songs  of       lib  -  er    -    ty.       Lord 


1 — i — i — F=ni 1? — F — i — H 1 1 1 — C-L=- 
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guard  our  shores  from  ev  -  'ry    foe,  With  peace  our  bor  -  ders     bless,    With 
of       the  na  -  tions,  thus    to  thee,  Our  coun  -  try  we     com  -  mend ;    Be 
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prosp'rous  times  our     cit  -  ies  crown,  Our    fields  with  plen  -  teous-ness. 
thou     her    ref  -  uge    and     her  trust,  Her      ev    -   er  -  last  -  ing  friend. 
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No.  199.    MY  COUNTRY  'TIS  OF  THEE. 


S.  F.  Smith. 


Adapted  by  Henry  Carey. 
4- 


-»-        -0-         *       -•-  •      -#- 


1.  My     coun  -  try!    'tis        of     thee,  Sweet  land 

2.  My       na    -    tive  coun  -  try!    thee,  Land      of 
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ble  free, 


__5 C= 1 C-j f. p_tZCZZ_, p_L, j_ pZJ 


-J 1- 


*       -0-      -0-      -&-• 


a 


-i — i- 


-« # s — r~&-\ 


-i \ 


Of     thee      I       sing;    Land,  where  my      fa  -   thers  died,  Land    of      the 
Thy  name     1        love:         I      love    thy  rocks     and    rills,  Thy  woods  and 
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pilgrims' pride!  From     ev  -  'ry    moun -tain  side     Let  f ree  -  dom    ring, 
tern -pled  hills:     My     heart  with    rap  -  ture  thrills,  Like  that    a  -  hove. 
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3  Let  music  swell  the  breeze, 
And  sing  from  all  the  trees 

Sweet  freedom's  song; 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake: 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake: 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break, 

The  sound  prolong. 


4  Our  fathers'  God!  to  thee, 
Author  of  liberty, 

To  thee  we  sing; 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light: 
Protect  us  by  thy  might, 

Great  God,  our  King! 


NATIONAL    HYMNS. 
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John  S.  Dwight. 
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No.  200.  GOD  BLESS  OUR  NATIYE  LAND. 

Felice  Giardini. 
A—r-^-A 1 — ,— j- 


1.  God  bless    our       na    -    five  land!      Firm  may     she      ev    -    er  stand, 

2.  For     her     our    pray'r    shall  rise        To     God,      a    -    hove    the  skies; 
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Thro'  storm  and    night;  When     the     wild    tem  -  pests  rave,  Ru  -  ler      of 
On     him    we     wait;    Thou,    who      art      ev  -    er    nigh,  Guardian   with 
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winds     and  wave!  Do     thou    our     conn  -  try  save,    By     thy    great  might, 
watch  -  ful     eye!    To     thee     a  -  loud    we    cry, — God  save    the     State! 


Edwin  T.  Winkler. 


2nd  HYMN  TO  SAME  MUSIC. 


1  Our  land,  with  mercies  crowned, 
This  wide  enchanted  ground, 

O  God!  is  thine; 
Our  fathers  knew  thy  name; 
The  trophies  of  their  fame, — 
Our  heritage, — proclaim 

A  Power  divine. 

2  Far  in  the  purple  west, 

Thy  hand  with  beauty  dressed 

These  fertile  plains' 
These  rivers  dark  and  deep, 
These  torrents  down  the  .,teep, 
These  mighty  woods,  that  sweep 

From  mountain  chains. 


3  Dear  native  land!  rejoice; 
liaise  thou  thy  virgin  voice 

To  God  on  high; 
From  all  thy  hills  and  bays, 
From  all  thy  homes  and  ways, 
Let  symphonies  and  praise 

Ascend  the  sky. 

4  And  thou  almighty  One, 
At  whose  eternal  throne, 

She  bows  the  knee! 
In  all  the  coming  time. 
Bless  thou  this  favored  clime, 
And  may  lier  deeds  sublime 

Be  hymns  to  thee! 
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No.  201.    THOU  ART  GONE  TO  THE  GRATE. 

Sung  at  the  Garfield  Obsequies  at  Cleveland,  Ohio,  .September  26,  1881. 
-66.  "  Ye  sorrow  not  even  as  others  which  have  no  hope."  Beethoven. 
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fore  thee,  And  the  lamp    of 
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his  love 
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guide  thro'  the     gloom. 


2  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave;  we  no  longer  behold  thee, 

Nor  tread  the  rough  path  of  the  world  by  thy  side; 
But  the  wide  arms  of  mercy  are  spread  to  enfold  thee, 
And  sinners  may  die,  for  the  Sinless  has  died. 

3  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave;  but  we  will  not  deplore  thee, 

Whose  God  was  thy  ransom,  thy  guardian  and  guide; 
He  gave  thee,  he  took  thee,  and  he  will  restore  thee; 
And  death  lias  no  sting,  for  the  Saviour  has  died. 
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No.  202.    SERVANT  OF  GOD,  WELL  DONE. 

J.  Montgomery.    J  —  120.  Harmonized  by  E.  J.  Hopkins. 


=fe=4" TTT      J       1 =J==F=* 

— a — # — 1_« 0 « 9 — i — &. 


l. 


Ser  -  vant 


of 


=3=3=  =r 

— »■ 

God,  well    done!   Rest    from  thy  lov'd  em  -  ploy;    The 
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2  The  pains  of  death  are  past; 
Labor  and  sorrow  cease; 
Life's  work  and  warfare  closed  at  last, 
Thy  soul  is  found  in  peace. 


3  Soldier  of  Christ,  well  done! 
Praise  be  thy  new  employ; 
And  while  eternal  ages  run, 
Rest  in  thy  Saviour's  joy. 


No.  203. 

Felicia  D.  Hemans.    J 


SAYIOUR,  NOW  RECEIVE  HIM. 

-100. 


1.  Sa  -  viour, 

2.  Yield  we 


now 
what 
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3  Now  let  faith  behold  him 
In  his  heavenly  rest, 
Where  those  arms  enfold  him 
To  the  Saviour's  breast. 


4  Still,  'mid  heavy  mourning, 

Look  we  now  to  God; 

There  our  spirit  turning, 

Kneel  beside  the  sod. 
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No.  204.    THY  WILL  BE  DONE. 

"If  this  cup  may  not  pass  from  vie  except  I  drink  it,  thy  will  be  done." 
C.  Elliott.                                                                                                       Arthur  Sullivan. 
u-b— , 1 N N 1 N-,--, , rA ^ h> 1 £- 
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1.    My     God,    my 
i.  What  thoujli  in 


Fa   -   ther!  while    I      stray,     Far     from     my     home,     on 
lone   -    ly     grief    I      sigh,     For  friends    be  -  lov:d      mi 
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3  If  thou  should'st  call  me  to  resign 
What  most  I  prize,  it  ne'er  was  mine; 
I  only  yield  thee  what  is  thine; 

Thy  will  be  done. 

4  Let  but  my  fainting  heart  be  blest 
With  thy  sweet  Spirit  for  its  guest, 
My  God,  to  thee  I  leave  the  rest, — 

Thy  will  be  done. 


5  Renew  my  will  from  day  to  day, 
Blend  it  with  thine,  and  take  away 
All  that  now  makes  it  hard  to  say, 

Thy  will  be  done. 

6  Then,  when  on  earth  1  breathe  no  more, 
The  prayer,  oft  mix'd  with  tears  before, 
I'll  sing  upon  a  happier  shore, 

Thy  will  be  done. 
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1.     My  God,  my  Father!  while     I      stray,        Far  from  my  home,  on  life's  rough  way, 
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No.  205.  ASLEEP  IN  JESUS!  BLESSED  SLEEP. 

Tranquil.  R.  Schumann. 


A  -  sleep  in     Je  -  sus!  bless-ed  sleep,  From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep, 
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A    calm  and  un  -  dis-turb'd  re-pose,  Un  -bro-ken    by     the    last    of    l'oes. 
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2  Asleep  in  Jesus!  oh,  how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet! 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing, 

That  Death  has  lost  his  venomed  sting! 

3  Asleep  in  Jesus!  peaceful  rest, 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest: 
No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour 
That  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 
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i  Asleep  in  Jesus!  oh,  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be: 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie, 
And  wait  the  summons  from  on  high. 

5  Asleep  in  Jesus!  far  from  thee 
Thy  kindred  and  their  graves  may  be; 
But  thine  is  still  a  blessed  sleep, 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep. 


Mrs.  M.  Mackay. 


REST. 

By  per.  Biglow  &  Main. 


— a_^__# — ^_  cs — s — ^  — g— '^.1  r* — • — •— 


W.  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.    A  -  sleep  in     Je  -  sus!  blessed  sleep, From  which  none  ev-er  wakes  to  weep — 
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DEATH. 

No.  206.    ABIDE  WITH  ME. 


H.  F.  Lyte 
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R.  W.  Dixon. 
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2  Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little 

day; 
Earth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass 

away; 
Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see; 
Oh,  thou  who  changest  not,  abide  with  me! 


4  I  fear  no  foe,  with  thee  at  hand  to  bless; 

Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitter- 
ness: 

Where  is  death's  sting?  Where,  grave, thy 
victory  ? 

I  triumph  still,  if  thou  abide  with  me! 


3  I  need  thy  presence  every  passing  hour;    5  Reveal  thyself  before  my  closing  eyes; 
What  but  tiiy  grace  can  foil  the  tempter's  j  Shine  through  the  gloom,  and  point  me  to 

power?  the  skies. 

Who  like  thyself  my  guide  and  stay  can  '  Heaven's    morning    breaks,   and  earth's 


be' 


vain  shadows  tiee: 


Through  cloud  and  sunshine,  oh,  abide  I  In  life  and  death,  O   Lord,  abide  with 
with  me!  me! 
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No.  207. 

Mrs.  Hemans. 


YOUNG  SPIRIT,  REST  THEE  NOW. 


9  *  m 


Rev.  S.  J.  P.  Din  man. 
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2  Dust,  to  its  narrow  house  beneath, 
Soul,  to  its  place  on  high: 
They  that  have  seen  thy  face  in  death, 
No  more  may  fear  to  die. 


lis  soul   was    on       thy      brow. 
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Ev'u  while  with  us       thy  foot  -  step  trod,  His  soul  was    on       thj 
-9-     -*-        *-      -         ^     -*-        *      # 


->— r- 

!    _  I 
3  Lone  are  the  paths,  and  sad  the  bowers, 
Whence  thy  meek  smile  is  gone: 
But  oh !  a  brighter  world  than  ours. 
In  heaven,  is  now  thine  own. 


No.  208. 

Austrian  Melody. 


"  BLESSED  ARE  THE  BEAD." 

Harmonized  bv  J.  T.  Cooper. 
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2  Them  the  Good  Shepherd  leads, 

Where  storms  are  never  rife, 
In  tranquil,  dewy  meads, 
Beside  the  Fount  of  Life. 

3  Ours  only  are  the  tears, 

Who  weep  around  their  tomb, 
The  light  of  bygone  years, 
And  shadowing  years  to  come. 


4  Oh,  tender  hearts  and  true, 

Our  long,  last  vigil  kept, 
We  weep  and  mourn  for  you; 
Nor  blame  us:  Jesus  wept. 

5  But  soon  at  break  of  day 

His  calm,  Almighty  voice, 
Stronger  than  death,  shall  say, 
Awake, —arise, — re  joice . 
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No.  209.    THE  SANDS  OF  TIME  ARE  SINKING. 


Samuel  Rutherford. 


C.  J.  Vincent. 
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1.  The    sands    of     time      are     sink  -  ing,     The  dawn    of      hea  -  ven  breaks, 
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The    sum  -  mer  morn     I've  sighed    for,      The  fair  sweet  morn     a -wakes. 


L 1 — 1 1 1 1 L-a~! ■ 


nip  I  !  I  i  I 

Dark,  dark  hath  been     the     mid    -    night,  But  day-spring  is         at      hand, 
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2  Oh,  Christ  he  is  the  Fountain. 

The  deep,  sweet  well  of  love! 
The  streams  on  earth  I've  tasted, 

More  deep  I'll  drink  above: 
There,  to  an  ocean  fullness, 

His  mercy  doth  expand, 
And  glory, 'glory  dwelleth 

In  Immanuel's  land. 


3  With  mercy  and  with  judgment 

My  web  of  time  lie  wove: 
And  aye  the  dews  of  sorrow 

Were  Instred  with  his  love: 
I'll  bless  tbe  hand  that  guided, 

I'll  bless  the  Heart  that  plann'd. 
When  throned  where  glory  dwelleth, 

In  Immanuel's  land. 
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No.  210.    FOREVER  WITH  THE  LORD. 


MONTOOMKKY. 


J— 132. 


Carl  Reinecke. 
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2  Knowing  as  I  am  known, 

How  shall  I  love  that  word: 
And  oft  repeat  before  the  throne, 
"Forever  with  the  Lord." 


3  The  trump  of  final  doom 

Will  speak  the  self-same  word, 
And  heaven's  voice  thunder  thro'  the 
"Forever  with  the  Lord."  [tomb, 


No.  211.  THERE  IS  A  LAND  OF  PURE  DELIGHT. 


Isaac  Watts,    ^1— 104. 


"  The  good  land  thai  is  beyond  Jordan." 


Rev.  E.  C.  Walker. 


zg3=j=F=t=d=^r==zn^  _  ^ , ,_p=pz:-z=^  z==!=p=i=j 

fe=|=3=t3P=. 1= *=3=fa=3=  q=i=B— 2=*— s=N=q 

1.    There    is      a    land  of     pure  delight, Where  saints  iminor-tal     reign; 
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In    -  fin-ite  day    ex-eludes  the  night,  And  pleasures  ban  -  ish      pain. 
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2  There  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never-withering  flowers; 

Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 

This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

3  Sweet  fields,  beyond  the  swelling  flood, 

Stand  drest  iii  living  green: 
So,  to  the  Jews,  old  Canaan  stood, 
While  Jordan  rolled  between. 


f- 


:t=L 


EZL 


I 


4  Oh,  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove, 

Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise. 
And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love 
With  unbeclouded  eyes! 

5  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er;    [flood, 
Not  Jordan's  stream,   nor  death's  cold 
Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 
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No.  212.    BEAUTIFUL  ZION  BUILT  ABOVE. 


Potter. 


J.  Barnby. 


mmm 


p 

1.  Beau-ti-ful   Zi  -  on  built     a-bove!  Beauti-ful 

2.  Beautiful  heav'n  where  all  is  light!  Beauti-ful 
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Beau-ti-ful  gates    of    pear- ly  white!  Beauti-ful    tern  -  pie,  God 

Beau-ti-ful  songs  that  nev  -  er  tire!  Beauti-ful  harps  thro'  all 
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3  Beautiful  crowns  on  every  brow! 
Beautiful  palms  the  conquerors  show! 
Beautiful  robes  the  ransomed  wear! 
Beautiful  all  who  enter  there! 


4  Beautiful  throne  for  God  the  Lamb! 
Beautiful  seats  at  God's  right  hand! 
Beautiful  rest- all  wanderings  cease! 
Beautiful  home  of  perfect  peace! 


No.  213.    I'M  BUT  A  STRANGER  HERE. 


T.  R.  Taylor 


stranger  here.  Heav'n   is   my 


Arthur  Sullivan. 
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home;  Earth's  joys  will  dis-ap-  pear,  Heav'n  is  my     home. 
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•hfe 

Han-ger  and  sor-row  stand  Round  me  on   ev'-ry 
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hand :  Heav'n  is  my  lath-er-Iand,   Heav'n  is   my   home. 
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What,  though  the  tempest  rage, 

Heaven  is  my  home: 
Short  is  ray  pilgrimage; 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
And  Time's  wild  wintry  blast 
Soon  will  be  overpast; 
I  shall  reach  home  at  last, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 


3  Therefore  I  murmur  not; 

Heaven  is  my  home: 
Whate'ev  ray  earthly  lot, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
And  1  shall  surely  stand 
There,  at  my  Lord's  right  hand: 
Heaven  is  my  fatherland, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
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No.  214.    BEAUTIFUL  STREAM. 


J.  Baptists  Calkin. 
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have  you  not  heard  of     a 
foun-taius  are  deep,  atid   its 
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heau-ti  -  ful  stream  That  Hows  thro' our     Fa-tlier's 
wa-ters  are  pure,    And   sweet  to    the    wea  -  ry 


land  ? 
soul ; 
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Its      wa-ters  gleam  bright  in   the     heav-en  -  ly   light,  And     rip  -   pie     o'er      gol  -  den   sand. 
It     flows  from  the  throne  of    Je  -  ho  -  vah   a  -  lone ;  Oh,    come    where   its     bright   waves  roll. 
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that    beau  -  ti    -   ful    stream, 
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seek       that    beau  -  ti   - 


stream ! 
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ira-ters  so     free    are     flow-ing   for     thee,  Oh,      seek   that  beau  -  ti  -   ful       stream. 
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3  This  beautiful   stream  is  the  river  of 
life, 
It  flows  for  all  nations  free; 
A  balm  for  each  wound  in  its  waters  is 
found : 
O  sinner,  it  flows  for  thee! 
Oh,  seek  that,  &c. 


4  Oh,  will  yon  not  drink  of  that  beautiful 
stream. 
And  dwell  on  its  peaceful  shove? 
The  Spirit  says,  Come,  all  ye  weary  ones, 
home, 
And  wander  in  sin  no  more. 
Oh,  seek  that,  &C. 
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No.  215.    HARK,  THE  SOUND  OF  HOLY  TOICES. 

C.  Wordsworth.    ^—104.  J.  Lanbran. 
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1.  Hark,  the  sound    of       ho  -  ly    voi  -  ces,  Chanting  at    the    crys-tal    sea, 

2.  They  have  come  from   trib  -ulation, And  have  wash'd  their   robes  in  blood, 
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Hal  -  le    -    lu  -  jah,  hal  -  le  -    hi  -  jah,  Hal-le  -  lu  -  jah,  Lord,  to   thee! 
Wash'd  them  in      the  blood    of      Je  -  sus;  Tried  they  were,  and  firm  they  stood. 
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Mul  -  ti  -  tudes,  which  none  can  number,  Like  the  stars  in    glo  -  ry     stand, 
Now    they  reign     in     heav'nly  glo  -  ry,  Now  they  walk  in    gol  -  den    light, 
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Cloth'd  in    white 
Now  they  drink. 
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ap  -  par -el,  holding  Palms  of     vic-t'ry    in     their    hand, 
as  from  a     riv  -  er,  Ho  -  ly    bliss  and    in    -  fi    -    nite. 
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No.  216.    THE  ROSEATE  HUES  OF  EARLY  DAWN. 

"The  things  which  are  seen  are  temporal;  but  the  things  which  are  not  seen  are  eternal." 
C.  F.  Alexander.    J— 108.  F.  A.  J.  Hekvey. 
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1.    The  rose  -  ate  hues  of     ear    -    ly  dawn, The  brightness  of     the     day, 
2.  /  The  high-est  hopes  we  cher  -  ish  here,  How  fast  they  tire  and    faint; 
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The  crim  -  son     of      the  sun  -  set    sky,  How  fast  they  fade      a  -  way! 
How  many  a      spot     de  -  files    the  robe  That  wraps  an  earth  -  ly    saint! 
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CHORUS.    Faster.    jJ-144. 
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Oh,     for  the  pear  -  ly  gates    of  heav'n,  Oh,    for    the      gol  -  den  floor, 
p  Oh,     for    a    heart  that  nev  -  er    sins,    Oh,    for     a      soul  wash'd  white, 
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Oh,  for   the  Sun     of  Righteous  -ness,  That  set  -  teth     nev  -    er  -  more! 
Oh,  for     a    voice    to  praise  our  King,  Nor  wea  -  ry       day      nor    night! 
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No.  217.    THERE  IS  A  HOME  ON  HIGH. 


Mrs.  Severance.    ,,  —  112. 


T.  Wallhead. 
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1.  There    is        a      home    on  high,      Be-yond  our  mor  -  tal       sight,       A- 

2.  There  sor  -  row    finds    no  place,  And  part-ings  all    are        o'er,     There 

3.  There  sweet  shall  be      the  rest,    And  songs  of  love  and     praise      To 
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sighs  and 
Christ    shall 
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star   -  ry        sky,   Where  all        is       love 
groans  will    cease,   And    tears     be     wept 
be         ad  -  dress'd  Thro'  nev  -  er  -  end    - 
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light. 
more, 
days. 
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Pil  -  grims,  there    is         rest, 
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Slower. 
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Pain    and  grief  ne'er  en  -  ter  there,  And     joy  will  be     com  -  plete. 
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Bernard,  Tr.  J.  M.  Nkalk. 
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No.  218.    JERUSALEM,  THE  GOLDEN ! 

J— 116. 
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J.  H.  Rogers. 
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gol  -  den!  With  milk  and  ho  -  ney  blest; 
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neath    thy  eon  -  tern    -    pla 


tion    Sink  heart  and  voice     op-prest; 
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know    not,  oh! 


know      not  What  joys      a  -  wait     us     there;  What 
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2  They  stand,  those  halls  of  Zion, 

All  jubilant  with  song, 
r   And  bright  with  many  an  angel, 
And  all  the  martyr  throng; 
The  Prince  is  ever  in  them, 

The  daylight  is  serene; 
The  pastures  of  the  blessed 
Are  decked  in  glorious  sheen. 


pp:\  Oh, sweet  and  blessed  country, 
The  home  of  God's  elect! 

Oh,  sweet  and  blessed  country, 
That  eager  hearts  expect! 
mf  Jesus,  in  mercy  bring  us. 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest; 

Who  art,  with  God  the  Father, 
And  Spirit,  ever  blest. 
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No.  219.    THERE  IS  A  HAPPY  LAND. 


Alex.  Clark 


"They  shall  behold  the  land  that  is  very  far  off." 


J — 112. 


Orlando  Sladdin. 


1.    There 


hap 


py       land,     Far,       far 
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Where     saints 


glo     -     ry       stand,  Bright,  bright 


day; 
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Oh,     how    they  sweet  -  ly  sing!  Wor  -  thy  is      our        Sa  -  viour  Kint 
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for      aye. 
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2  Come  to  this  happy  land, 

Come,  come  away; 
Why  will  ye  doubting  stand? 

Why  stiil  delay? 
Oh,  we  shall  happy  be, 
When  from  sin  and  sorrow  free; 
Lord,  we  shall  live  with  thee, — 

Blest,  blest  for  aye. 


it: 


piis 


3  Bright  in  that  happy  land 

Beams  every  eye; 
Kept  by  ;i  Father's  hand, 

Love  cannot  die. 
On,  then,  to  glory  run: 
Be  a  crown  and  kingdom  won; 
And,  bright  above  the  sun, 

We'll  reign  for  aye. 
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No.  '220.    THERE  IS  A  BLESSED  HOME. 

Girla'  voices  only  to  the  2d  verse ;  all  sing  the  melody. 


Henry  Williams  Baker.    m — 138. 


Arthur  Cottman. 
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a      bless  -  ed  home    Be  -  yond  this  land        of      woe,   Where 
a      land     of  peace,  Good  an  -  gels  know       it     well;    Glad 
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sor    -    row   flow;    Where 
por    -   tals  swell;      A- 
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lost        in    sight,  And     pa  -  tient    hope      is     crown'd,  And 
glor  -  ious  throne  Ten  thou -sand  saints     a     -     dore  Christ, 
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last  -  ing     light      Its       glo    -    ry    throws         a     -     round. 
Fa  -  ther,  One     And     Spir    -    it,       ev      -      er     -     more. 
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3  Oh,  joy  all  joys  beyond, 

To  see  the  Lamb  who  died, 
And  count  each  sacred  wound 

In  hands,  and  feet,  and  side; 
To  give  to  him  the  praise 

Of  every  triumph  won, 
And  sing  through  endless  days 

The  great  things  he  hath  done. 


4  Look  up,  ye  saints  of  God, 

Nor  tear  to  tread  below 
The  path  your  Saviour  trod 

<  >f  daily  toil  ami  woe; 
Wait  but  a  little  while 

In  uncomplaining  love. 
His  own  most  gracious  smile 

Shall  welcome  you  above. 
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No.  221.  AROUND  THE  THRONE  OF  GOD  A  BAND. 


"He  shall  give  his  angels  charge  over  thee,  to  keep  thee  in  all  thy  ivays." 
J.  M.  Neale.    J— 116. 


Thorn  e. 


mf\.     A-  round    the  throne   of      God      a    band    Of     glor  -  ious     an-  gels      ev  -   er    stand;  Bright 
2    Some    wait     a -round   him,     rca  -  dy    still     To     sing       his    praise   and.     do      his     will;   And 
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things   they  see,    sweet  harps   they  hold. /'And   on     their  heads  are      crowns   of      gold.       A  -  men. 
some,  when  he      com-mands  them,  go       To   guard     his   ser  -  rants      here     be  -  low.       A  -  men. 


girls'  voices  only. 

3 -Lord,  give  thy  angels  every  day 
Command  to  guide  us  on  our  way, 
And  bid  them  every  evening  keep 

p  Their  watch  around  us  while  we  sleep. 


4 to/So  shall  no  wicked  thing  draw  near, 

To  do  us  harm  or  cause  us  fear; 
cr.  And  we  shall  dwell,  when  life  is  past. 
/    With  angels  round  thy  throne  at  last. 
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Hail  the  day  that  sees  him  rise 

Hail  to  the  brightness  of  Zion's  bright 
Hallelujah!  God  the  Father. ..[morning 
Hallelujah!  hallelujah!  Jehovah  is  King 

Hallelujah  !    raise,  oh,  raise 

Hark  !  a  thrilling  voice  is  sounding 

Hark!  hark,  my   soul 

Hark!  ten  thousand  voices 

Hark  !  the  glad  sound 

Hark!  the  sound  of  holy  voices 

Hark!  the  swelling  breezes 

Hear  ye  not  Jehovah's  orders 

Heavenly  Father,  all  creation 

Heavenly  Father,  send  thy  blessing 

He  is  risen,  he  is  risen 

Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty.. 

Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God 

Holy    Father,  hear  my  cry 

Ho,  reapers  of  life's  harvest 

Hosanna,  be  the  children's  song 

Hosanna  in  the  highest 

Hosanna  we  sing 

How  kind  is  the  Saviour 

How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 

Hush!  blessed  are  the  dead 


I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say. 

I  love  the  holy  angels 

I  love  to  hear  the  story 

I'm  but  a  stranger  here 

Immortal  love,  forever  full 

I  need  thee,  precious  Jesus 

In   the  wintry  heavens 


Jerusalem,  the  golden 

Jesus,  bending  at  thy  feet 

Jesus,  great  Redeemer 

Jesus  is  our  Shepherd 

Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul 

Jesus,  meek  and  gentle 

Jesus,  still  lead  on 

Jesus,  Sun  of  righteousness. 
Jesus,  when  he  left  the  sky... 
Just  as  1  am 


Kind  -words  can  never  die. 


I^ead,  kindly  Light 

Let  children  proclaim  their  Saviour.... 

Lift  the  royal  standard  high 

Lift  your  glad  voices 

Little  children,  praise  the  Saviour 

Little  lives  may  be  divine 

Lo!  he  comes  with  clouds  descending. 
Look  from  thy  sphere  of  endless  day... 
Look,  ye  saints,  the  sight  is  glorious..... 

Lord,  thy  children  guide  and  keep 

Lord,  thy  word   abideth 

Lord  of  all  power  and  might 

Lord  of  every  land  and  nation 

Lord,  while  for  all  mankind  we  pray... 
Loving  Shepherd  of  thy  sheep 


Mighty  God,  enthroned  on  high. 

My  country,  'tis  of  thee 

Jl'v  faith  looks  up  to  thee 

My  God,  my  Father,  while  I  stray. 
My  God,  my  Father,  while  1  stray. 

My  God,  is  any  hour  so  sweet 

My  trust  is  in  the  Lord 


TVearer,  my  God,  to  thee 

Not  long  ago  the  moon  was  dark 

Now  is  the  seed  time 

Now  let  us  sing  ihe  angels'  songs 

Now,  when  the  dusky  shades  of  night. 
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Oft  in  sorrow,  oft  in  woe 162 

O  brothers,  lift  your  voices ..26 
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O  gentle  Saviour 

O  God,  the  Rock  of   Ages 144 

Oh,  have  you  not  heard  of   the  beautiful  214 
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Once  more  before  we  part 10 

One  sweetly  solemn  thought 140 

One  there  is  above  all  others 85 

On  our  way  rejoicing 168 
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Our  blest  Redeemer 154 

Our  God,  we  thank  thee 116 

Our  land,  with  mercies  crowned 200 
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Peace,  perfect  peace 

Praise  (rod,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow 

Praise,  my  soul,  the  King  of  heaven 

Praise  the  Lord  ;    ye  heavens  adore  him 
Praise  ye  Jehovah 


Rejoice,  all  ye  believers 

Rejoice,  for  Christ  was  born  to-day. 

Rest  of  the  weary 

Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty 

Rock  of  Ages 

Rock  of  Ages 


(■■Sadly  bend  the  flowers 

Saviour,  blessed  Saviour 

Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  blessing... 

Saviour,  now  receive   him 

Saviour,  teach  me,  day  by  day , 

Servant  of  God,  well  done 

Shall  hymns  of  gTateful  love 

Shepherd  of  those  sunlit  mountains 

Sing  a  song  of  joy  and  gladness 

Sing  hallelujah  !  praise  the  Lord , 

Sing,  sing  for  joy  , 

Soldiers  of  Christ,  arise 

Sometimes  a  light  surprises 

Songs  of  praise  the  angels  sang , 

Sound  the  note  of  battle 

Sound   ye  the  trumpet  peal 

Stand   up  for  Jesus , 

Star  of  morn  and  even 

Stars  of  morning  brightly  shining 

Still  will  we  trust 

Sweet  is  the  work 
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There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight 

There  is  a  green  hill  far  away 

The  reaper's  song  is  ringing 

They  are  blessed  and  blessed  forever... 

Thine  forever  !  (iod  of   love 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave 

Thou  hidden  love  of   God 

Thou  holy   Jesus,  meek  and  mild 

Thou   whose  Almighty  Word  

Through  the  love  of   God  our  Saviour... 
Through  the  day  thy  love  hath  spared  us 

To  celebrate  thy  praise,  O  Lord 

To  our  Redeemer's  glorious  name 

Thy  home  is  with  the  humble,  Lord 


Uplift  the  banner. 


We  close  the  -weary  eye 

We  sing  a  loving  Jesus 

We'll  bring  him  hearts  that  love  him... 

We  march,  onward  march 

Weeping  will  not  save  me 

What  thou  wilt,  O  Father    

When  his  salvation  bringing 

With    wider  view 

Words  are  things  of  little  cost ;. 


Yes,  there  are  little  ones  in  heaven. 
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